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Preliminary Epiſtle to the 
el Reader: of theſe Pocnis, 
. will not be judged un- 
cCoutb, and need an Apo- 
KY logy ; ſnce Preſaces at 
become fo faſhionable a 
l to be prefixed almoſt to 
= cvery new Play that ig 
publiſh'd. Tis true, I never ſaw a fmall Piece 
of any ſort uſher*d into the World with a Fre- 
face, but I had a Suſpicion that the Author w]ꝗ s 
jealous of his Performance, and afraid to ven- 
ture it forth into the Hands of other Men, 
till he had firſt endeavoured to prejudice 
them in his Favour. And I believe I am 
not the only Perſon who entertains this Sen- 
timent. But as the Authors and Publiſhers 
of this Collection have not commanded me to 
plead for it, ſo I decline ſaying any thing that 
might byaſs even vulgar Minds. If the Work 


is worth Approbation, impartial Judges 
will never grudge the deſerved Praiſe and Eu—- 
vo * *. courage - 


A A General Preface, © 
couragement; if otherwiſe, they would reckon 
an tiyperbolical Recommendation .ofrit a Res 
proach to the Judgment of my Conſtituents; 
as well as to my own Diſcretion in writing it. 

My Buſineſs then, Reader, is only to give 
you an hiſtorical Account of the Occaſion and 
Nature of theſe Poems, and how they came to 
be publiſh*d. That I. may do this with Inte- 
grity, *tis requiſite I tell you in the firſt Place, 
that on the Death of an ingenious Youth in the 
Country, his Brother and another young Gen- 
tleman of his Age and Spirit, who had liv'd in 

rfe& Friendſhip with him, were moſt ſenfi- 
ly afflicted, and knew not how to diyert tlleir 
Sorrows better than by unboſoming them to 
one another. When Fire is long pent up, it 
riſes to a Flame, and carries all before the con- 
ſuming Blaze; but when *tis early diſcover'd 
or revealed, it is quench'd or ſuppreſs*d *ere 
much Loſs is ſuſtained by it. Thus Mr. 
Mitchell himſelf expreſſes the Thing in his paſh- 
onate Epiſtle to Mr. Calender: © = 

To thee I would unboſom my Diſtreſ ; 

The Soak, when vented, uſes to grow leſs. | 

Like hidden Fire, true Sorrow, when conceal d, 
Conſumes us up, but dies, when ſoon reveal d. 
For that End ſeveral Poems on various Occaliz 
ons and Subjects, were made by them as they 
were diſpoſed. If the telling one's Mind to 
another Perſon may be allow*d one good Mean 
to diſcharge it of the Woes that burden it, cet- 
tainly a Narration in Verſe is the moſt enter- 

* taining 
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A General Preſabe. 
tainiug Way. Poetry has ſuch mighty Charms; 
that NG and 2 vaniſh before it. When 
| Philoſophy, Tears, Books, and Company cannot 
eaſe the Mind, the Muſes ſeldom fail to i ucceed. 
The ingenious Mr. Norris hatha juſt Sentiment 
to this Purpoſe/in a Poem to the Memory of 
his Niece. The Lines are, 5 

By Tears to eaſe my Grief Pre tryd, 

7 Philoſophick 1 Ar Bo have appiy d; 
From Boots and Company I've ſought Relief, 
I've us d all Spells and Charms of Art, 

To lay this Troubler of my Heart. 

T have; yet I'm ſtill haunted by my Grief. 
Theſe give ſome Eaſe, but ſtill I find, 
"Tis Poetry at laſt muſt cure my Mind. 

Come then, & aſſwage my Pain II try 

The Magick of its Harmony. 
Thus in humble Manuſcripts did the two 
ſurviving Friends, for ſome Weeks, as their 
Humour aud Opportunity ſerved them, endea- 
vour to divert their Sorrows for the Loſs of 
him, whoſe Death broke their virtuous Tri- 
umvirate. And 'tis very probable they would 
have conceal'd their Manuſcripts from the 
World, as well as their private Griefs, if they 
had not been accidentally diſcover'd by a 
Member of an Athenian Society in Edinburgh, 
who expos'd *em to his Friends in one of their 
Meetings. I need not tell that theſe honour- 
able Gentlemen judg'd them worthy to be 
publiſh'd, ſince it is by their Appointment that 
I am favour'd with an Occaſion of giving a 

WEE» publick 


A General Preface: 

ick Proof of my Reſpe& to the young Au⸗ 

mow and Eſteem be their Fend) erb N 
ances. ] e 850200] 

I ſhould next account for the Motives and 
Views, which the Society had in allowing this 
CofteQion to paſs under their Authority, were 
I not afraid that the Preface ſhould more than 
proportion the Bulk of the Book. A Scandal 
common enough in our Age! It may be ſuffici- 
ent to tell, that beſides the Charms of Nature 
and Friendſhip, which are conſpicuous in theſe 
looſe and careleſs Performances, the Zeal we 
have for our Country's Honour and Intereſt, 
and the Encouragement we are diſpos'd to af- 
ford our Youth, who begin of late to ſhew a 
noble Genius, and diſcover a generous Emula- 
tion in the Study of all polite Accompliſhments, 
particularly Poetry, put us upon this Method ; 
and we hope, ſince we are as good Friends to the 
Publick, and as ſeldom uneaſy to it, as any Set 
of Mortals, no Body will deny us the Privilege 
of Acting as well as Thinking freely, when we 
have a Mind. 1 11 

*Ere long (if the Proſpect we now have of 
our riſing Generation in Scotland deceive us not) 
the World may have the Satisfaction to know, 
and be better entertained by them, in whole 
Name this Preface is compos'd by 


READ ER, 
Your good Friend and lumble Servant, 


Edinburgh, | 
May 7, 1719. J. Hume. 
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To Mr. Joszen MrircnnrLL, 
On his POEMS 


Occafioned by the Death of his 
Brother and Friend. 


* HE Muſe that taught your better Muſe to ſing, | 
And ſoar advent'rous on a ſteady Wing, 

Himſelf confeſſes on the Occaſion proud, 
To pay this Homage with th* inſpired Croud, | | 
To thee, young Friend, his Ornament and Praiſe, | = 
Whom Art and Nature have combin'd to raiſe. | 
4 prudent Parents oft their Love conceal, 

To their dear Children when they ſee excel, 
Yet, with true Pleaſure, hear their real Worth 
By other Men impartially ſet forth ; 

So I the Beauties of your early Song 


— 


= 
— — 


* 
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Have inly priz'd, but yet conceal'd it long : 


Religion is the Glory of your Page: 
The Muſes to their proper Ends you aim, 


No more I'll enn my tranſporting Flame, 
But vouch my N and your Deſert a 


Six cs firſt you ſung on on Ratho's pleaſing Pliins, | 
The honeſt Paſſions of the ſimple Swans, 
(A charming Toil, and worthy of a Boy, 
His tender Muſe, like Maro, to employ 95520 
Well have you rd in more exalted Lays, © 
On higher Subjects to record your prall- \ 
How am I raviſh'd; when J read the Verſe, 

In which Heav'ns ſacred Matters you reheatſe ? 
Deſpiſing mortal Criticks idle Rules, 


You ſeem to rival the celeſtial Souls, 


Who aid the Triumphs of immortal Joy, 
With Hymns of Praifes that can never cloy. 
Unlike the Heathen Writers of the Age, 


And ſhew from whence your Inſpiration came. 


I from more ſerious Labour you unbend 


Your buſy Thoughts to entertain your Friend, 
Such Wit and Judgment in your Letters ſhine, 


Such Eaſe and Strength are joyn'd in ev'ry Line, 
| That 


That we, who know you beſt, can hardly tell, 
(Tho? in each Way of Writing you do well,) * 
Where lies your Talent, wherein you excell, © ' 


Y = T were your Genius by my Judgment ſway'd, 
Your fam'd Tranſlation ſhould not be delay'd. 
Too long great Cambray, Engliſh'd by his Foes, 
Hath ſlept and ſuffer d in diſdainful Proſe. 
Already you (if Verſions can revive, 

And make the Spirit of an Author live,) 

With good Succeſs, advent'rous have begun 
We wait with Pain to ſee the Labour done, 
Where Judgment ripen'd in each Line appears, 
And all the Fire peculiar to your Years. 


Bur ah! my Friend, too much I cannot blame 
Your Negligence, and ſlow Eſſays for Fame: 
Your Muſe of late, afflicted as your Mind, 

By loſing both a Brother and a Friend; 

Deep plung'd in Grief, all other Subjects ſcorn'd, 
Till firſt his Urn was gratefully adorn'd. 

O happy Youth, poſleſs'd of Bliſs above, d 
And here on Earth preſerv'd alive by Love! 


Ne er 


| N p 5 1 a + — — * 
2 % 22. =) | cy — * * by 


Ne' er did 1 know two Brothers more endear d 
| Such Monuments unto a Friendſhip rear d] 
Yet be advis'd, nor vent your Sorrows more : 
The bleſſed Shade forbids you to deplore. 

A private Loſs has ſhar d your Muſe too lots; ; 


Your Country now demands a higher Song. 

Tho” true it is, we by your Sorrows gain, 

And call that Pleaſure, which to you is Pain 4 

For midſt your Grief your Lays appear divine, ; 

And heavenly Beauties thro* your Sadneſs ſhine. | 

Your growing Muſe, in her dejected State, 

Looks lovely {till, and undiſguis'dly great. 

Juſt fo the ſparkling Rays of Godhead ſhone. 
 Thro' e gang Dreſs and made Cahpſo known. 


THE 1 Jon this mt. ule 
My modeſt Friend ſhould generouſly excuſe. 
You know my Heart is, like your own, fincere ; 
Nor need I be to you's Hatterer. | 
Theſe Lines but half my Heart's Deſires expreſs ; 


You merit more, nor cou'd my Love ſay leſs. 


F N. Boyd. 


55 
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Do, 1 5 


To the AUTHOR of the Firft 
Part of the Lugubres Cantus. 


Ncomiums ſuit not theſe cenfortous Days, 
When few beftow, and fewer merit Praiſe ; 
0 Bards condemn all Poems but their own, 

WA nd Criticks by their general Spite ate known. 
nvy and Satyr are the conſtant Fate 

f all new Authors, if they are not Great. 

igh Titles, Poſts, Authority and Fame, 

ake Poets ſhine, tho* worthleſs of a Name. 
hen Praiſe is yielded by the Taſteleſs Croud, 
he Cry grows univerſal, as tis loud. 

Wo partial, and ſo noiſy People are, 

hat real Merit ſculks obſcure for Fear: 

dcarce one peeps forth, e er he is knocked down, 
und groans beneath the Vengeance of the Town. 
but moſt they are expos'd to publick Spite, 


bo i in a rude and fullen 2 write, 


7 Ungenerons 


| That ſoggy Air th' aſpiring Genius checks, 


2 Minds, with Prejudice polleſt, 
Deſpiſe the Brave, and make their Works a Jeſt : 
While others meanly reckon Nothing fine, 

Can i in a poor abandon'd Nation ſhine ; 


And adverſe Fate a noble Spirit breaks. 

As if the Oak on Mountains could not riſe, 

And Palms oppreſs'd ſhoot faſter to the Skies. I 
Yov, Generous Youth, by Heav'n itſelf inſpir'd, 

Betimes diſplay'd the noble Heat that fir'd _ 

Your Mind to Action, while ten Thouſand lay 

Lazy as Owls that ſhun the Face of Day. 

Like Tapers burning in a Sepulcher 

Many alas! too many Scots-mex are; 

Uſeleſs to all Mankind they live, and die, 

Wirhout one Pile to ſave their Memory; | 

Proud of their modeſt Indolence and Shame, 

They ſeem to ſcorn what their own Merits. claim. 

As govern'd by ſome fatal Providence, 

They baffle Nature's Giſts of Wit and Senſe. 

Learning in vain on many is beſtow'd, 

Who differ nothing ſrom the wretched Crowd. 


- 


r Mr e — 
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May Heaven avert the judgment they deſerve, | 

Who thus, ungrateful, from its Statutes ſwerve, 

And fruſtrate all the Purpoſes of Wit, 

Or hinder thoſe that wou'd improve themſelves, ang. it! 
IN ſpite of Cenſure and Misfortune riſe, 


Dear Youth, your rugged Land to civilize ; - 
he Muſe's Cauſe, by worthy Strains defend, 
And be no leſs a Poet than a Friend. 
TAE mournful Labours you eas d of late, 
Without Deſign diſcover ſomething great. 
With Pleaſure we peruſe your noble Lines, 
here Art is hid, while moving Nature ſhines. 


| So juſt, ſo good, is every Sentiment, 
So lively you the Paſſions repreſent, 


That we muſt own the Engliſh Muſe is yours, 
With as much Right and Liberty as ours. 
Let narrow Minds deny you this Applauſe, 

I'll never cenſure, where there is no Cauſe : 
Nor need you fear the Want of due Succeſs, 
vince the Athenians lead you to the Preſs. 


A. Philips. 


— 


. 1 , % * 
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Le ae 
To Mr. MitCHELL. 


UR Hopes and fond Endeavours now ſucceed, 
Edina's Bards begin to raiſe their Head, 
Avouch whate'er they pleaſe to write, and claim 
What we muſt yield, — an equal Right to Fame. 
Such Influence has GEORGE 's happy Reign, 
Fruit ripens beſt, when bleſt with Rays benign. 

So when Auguſtus grac'd the Roman State; 

True Learning flouriſh'd, and the Bards were great. | 
The Royal Favour 1ais'd the dead to Life, 

And the whole Empire gain'd by brave and generous 


Strife. 


Eo 


Wenk I inſpired by Panegyrick Verſe, 
Your Worth, dear Youth, I gladly ſhould rehearſe ; 
My hapleſs Muſe can leaſt his Praiſe proclaim, 
Whoſe Merits moſt deſerv'dly I elleem : 
Your Works, where Nature and a Genius ſhine, 


Declare you more than ſudied Lays of mine, 
, Young. 
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To wy ingenious Fare, 


Mr. MITCHELL, 


On his 
MouRNFUIL Pon“ 
Occaſion d by bis Brother's Death. 


H heav'nly Muſe ! that with unbounded Fancy, 
And Wit unknown to vulgar Bards, deſcribes _ -- 
The Charms of Friendſhip, and the cutting Pangs 

Of Separation, which thy Soul has felt. 

Souls great as thine can only court, and taſte 

Th' exalted Sweets of virtuous Love and Friendſhip. 
Others perhaps may feel their Boſoms glow, 

With that Affection which is natural, 

To theſe whom chance at random join'd together, 


A raging Fire to Womankind may burn 
The Minds of others in a guilty Blaze”; 
; But 


But you, Ry ſuch of! 2 more öh Mould,” 
Count * a Burthen, while you want @ Friend 
7 enhanſe your Joys, to ſooth your anxious Mind, 


And ſympathize in all your cutting Sorrows. - 

IN your young Brother lately rais d to Heav' n, 
veu bad a a” Friend by Whuble 1 Bonds mate yours : 
In you he liv'd, with yours his Soul was mixt, 
As meeting Streams that flow promiſcygus on. 
The Road of Life you walked Hand in 1 855 
One your Deſites and | your; Averſions were: 


LAGS 


Nought pleas'd the One, but what the other pleased. 


Nor could Affliction ſeize you and not him: 


Your Foes were his, and his were yours declar d; 


As if for one another you were born. 

Now he by Death, relentleſs Death is ſeiz d, 

And from your Heart, where he was rooted well, 
Torn with tormenting Violence away ; 

None but your ſelf can the true Idea form 

Of theſe ſmart Twinges which your Soul endures : 
You only can your preſent Pangs declare, 

And open all the dreadful Wound to view. 


— 


Tis 


T Is done.—-Your Muſe in her immortal Strains 
Has ſung the Charms of former Friendſhip well, 
And in true Light the preſent Rack you ſuffer 
To our Amazement repreſented here. 
Methinks I ſuffer with you as I read 
Your Lines, where Nature ſpeaks with moving Words, 
So lively all your Paſſion is deſcrib'd, 
I ſeem to ſhare it, and approve your Woe. 


Strange is the Pow'r of an inſpired Pen; 


It conquers me in Spite of my Endeavours : 


When, undeſigning, you engage the Heart, A5 J 


What Energy is in your artful Lays? 
If in your Melancholy State you charm, 


How beautiful and raviſhing your Song, 
Where Art with Nature gloriouſly conſpires? 


ER RAT A. 
Pl 5 line ne . dele how. P. 52. l. 2 
for Sould read P. $6. 


1. x. read 1 want of Pow'r, P. 184. l. 7 for Com- 
ſcious read Upconſciour. 
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Lugubres Cantus 


565 


V 


Versxs ſpoken Extemp pore, 


At Receiving the. News. of. my | 
Brother's Death, 2420 5. 1719 9 * 


and Bac dead! - 

Ye guardian Angels lend 4 
preſent Aid, 

Or, with my Joys, my Spirits ſoon ſhall: go, 


So great's my Loſs, and ſo intenſe my Woe. 
B I thought 


2 _ LTugubres Camtus. 
I thought the Conduct of the Fates was kind, 
And that for good their ſparing was deſign'd: 
But now tis plain they lengthen'd out my Bliſs, 
At laſt to plunge me in a dire Abyſs. 
Gade e W ee eee eee 
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VERS Es ſpoken Extempore, 


At the Sight of my Brother”s 
Drad Corps, January 6. 


HOU beſt of Brothers, and thou beſt 
T of Friends, 

(For one our Int*reſts were, as one our Minds) 
Could earneſt Cries, and Floods of briny Tears, 
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And all the pious Eloquence of Pray'rs, 
To thy cold Clay recall th? enliv'ning Breath, 


sf 


ͤ— —— rr 
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Id ſoon relieve thee from the Jaws of Death. 
11 But 


Lugubres Cantus. 3 


But ſince the Fates relentleſ are, in vain 
We wiſh thy Life, and ſeek thee back Again, 
Yet while from Fetters of the Graye I'm free, 
True Love ſhall keep you ſtill alive | in me: 


And if my Muſe a deathleſs Fame can fpread, 
In lateſt times our Friendſhip ſhall fo read. 


FFF 
n ooo ** 


eee 
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For my BROTHER's Tomb. 


lichell, the Brother and the Friend, 
And left his Aſhes here behind, 


To Heav*n, his native Clime, is gone; 
Diſtinguiſh'd by this ſacred Stone. 


B 2 II. His 
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His better part with t true Delight 


asche the bled Rewards of coil: 
No more the Fleſh retards his Flight ; ; 


T FI 6 
i TI » 


No Pow” r can now his Pleaſure _ 


— 


III. 
Till he again to Earth return 
In triumph at the final Day, 
Let Angels watch his h humble Urn, ; 
And keep untouch'd his mortal Clay. 


May no dire Horrours of -a Shade 

Come near the Youth s protected Tomb; 
Sweet be his Slumbers, ſoft his Bed, 

And all his Dreams of Bliſs to come. 


+ ©. 


The 
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The F riendly Mourner. 


UST I then live, immortal Pow'rs, 
behind 
My deareſt Brother, and my deareſt Friend? 


I thought that Death, ſince we united were, 


Would never ſeize a half, and t other ſpare. 
But with the ſpoil of that ſame half I ſee, » 
So pleas'd he was, that he neglected me. 
Tho? *twas a Hardſhip, when my Goods are 
gone 
To leave me bare, diſtreſſed, and alone; 
Yet ſince to ſuffer painful Life m doom'd, 
My Minutes {hall not idly be conſum'd. 
I'll ſtrive, ſweet Soul! thy Memory to fave, 
Since Thee I cannot ranſom from the Grave. 
By 
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By Grief inſpir'd my Verſes ſhall ſecure 


Our virtuous Love in ſpite of Fortune's Power. 

Stong Monuments at length betray their 
An 

And, like their Builders, moulder into Duſt: 

But Verſe immortal, as its Authour, ſtands, 

Embalms true worth, and Reverence com- 
mands. 

Tho' Tears, the Tokens of my ward Woe, 

Much faſter than my ſacred Verſes flow, 

My mournful Muſe ſhall pleafe no other 
Theme, 

Till ſhe hath pay*d herHonours to thy Name. 


3 
[ 


Bur ah! how ſhall I ſhew thy Worth at large, 
And my vaſt Debt of Gratitude diſcharge! 
How ſhall I tell the Virtues of thy Mind ? 
And what bright Beauties in thy Conduct 


ſhin'd ? 
In 
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In what ſoft Language ſhall I paint the Love 
That glu'd our Souls, ere you was rais d above; 
Ye Muſes, Grades, all ye facred Train 
Condole with me, and aid my mournful 
Strain. 
All ye who once have rapt'rous Sweets 
enjoy'd, 
And on a ſudden had your Bliſs deſtroy'd; 
W But chiefly ye, who virtuous Friendſhip knew, 
und feel the Pangs of Separation now, 
Join all your Griefs and dire Deſpair with 
mine, 
In ſad united Sympathy combine, 
Your ſecret Torture and Diſtreſs expoſe, 
And all your Streams in my deep Ocean loſe. 


An! why ſhould J implore a foreign Aid 
To tell the Woes that all my Soul o'erſpread! 


What Sympathy, what Eloquence, and 2 
an 


8 
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Can ſhew the Torment of my heavy Heart? 
Nature that form d him only can declare 


My Sentiments, and what my Sorrows are. 
Let Nature ſpeak the Troubles of iny Mind, 
And, if ſhe can, deſcribe my parted Friend. 


BEGIN - yet twill be wondrous hard! know, 
Since grief hath laid my wretched Soul ſo low, 
To ſing our ſacred Love and F rieadſhip well; 
How bleſt he liv'd, and how lamented fell. 


His Virtues like a perfect round a ppear, 
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In vain I wou'd his Qualities declare: 

No colours of my Poet ry can paint 
The various Charms of fo belov*da Saint: 
Far Judgment lies in Admiration loſt, 


Nor knows what Grace it ſhould diſtinguiſh 


moſt, 


His 
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His Soul was generous, ſprightly and refin'd, 
Modeſt yet free, and without Flatt'ry kind, 
As if it never lodg'd with Fleſh and Blood 
It perſever*d unſpoted, and withſtood 
The falſe Alluremeats of this duller Earth, 

As conſcious of a more exalted Birth. : 

He ſcorn'd the Tricks of baſe Hypocriſy, 
And chus'd to ſuffer, rather than to lie. 

In every State his Converſation was | 
Serene and chearful, like his blooming Face. 
He valued not the glaring Toys of ſtate, 

But judg d it better to be Good than Great. 
All his Companions wondred at his Youth, 
Sograc'd with Knowledge, Honeſty and Truth. 
The Seeds of Virtue in his Pactice grew, 
Admir'd by all, and rivall'd but by few, 

He hated Sloth, and ſhun'd the Ils of Strife, - 
And lov'd the „ of retired Life. 


His 
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His Conduct led by young Experience 

To any Mortal never gave Offences 

So well he acted in His Span of Days, 

That all, when living; erown'd the Youth 
with Praiſe.” me. 

Now thoſe, who wondred at his Worth wy 

His early Exit, and our Loſs deplore. Ml 


Vr aged Parents now deſery*dly mourn, 
When ye behold your Son's untimely Urn. 
I cannor blame you for your mighty Grief, 
Since with him fled yfiFhope and kind Relief 
Uſetull he was, as well as dear to you, 
But lies unactive and in Silence now. 
Tho ſoon he fell to Death a Sacrifice, 
It can't be ſaid, Inglorious there he lies : 
For while he liv'd, ignoble Eaſe he ſcorn'd, 
And with ſome Action every Hour adorn'd. 


He 


2 . 
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He counted want of Induſtry a Crime, 
And tho? his Life was ſhort, Thrift 32 


out his Time. Aur e 


Ho w have I ſeen him eager to bey 

And pleaſe his Parents, while with Wonder 
they 

Beheld his Zeal, and bleſs'd 1 happy Fate 

In ſuch a Son, ſo uſefull, and ſo ſweet! 

= Such his Ambition of obliging was, 

ge ſcem'd to die in ſtriving how to pleaſe. 

Fach Minute of his life he reckoned loſt, 

Which could not ſome good active Service 
boalt. 1 botu <d-bvini gat 

Nor did he mercenary Views regard,, 

But judg'd Acceptance of his Deeds, Reward. 


His Love extended to all Men, beſide 
The happy Souls to him by Birth ally'd. 
Cy Such 
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Such Diſpoſitions ſway'd his noble Mind, 
And Qualities in all his Conduct ſhin'd, 
That all the Difference was, in our eſteem, 
Bet wixt Veſpaſian's generous Son and him, 

In this one Point, that Titas could do more, 
Not as diſpos' d,. but cloath'd with greater 
Power. | 
NoTroubles cou'd his neighbour'sSore oppreſs, 
But he vou d ſuffer in their mourn'd Diſtreſs: 
Like yielding Wax th Impreſſion he receiv'd, 
Nor by his Words were Patients ere deceiv'd. 

F'en Foes (if any ſuch cou'd really be) 

He pity*d, and bemoan'd in Miſery ; 

As when injur'd he uſed to be brave, 
Diſdainꝰd Revenge, and every Wrong forgave. 
Nothing cov'd ruffle the compoſed Frame 

Of his great Mind, in every State the ſame, 


His 
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His Temper, that could ſtedfaſt Friends create, 

Struck Envy dumb, and ſoftned groundleſs 
Hate. | | 


| Twas Pleaſure to his Parents to behold 
Such generous Conduct, or to hear it told. 
But ah, fo great a Bleſſing cou d not laſt ! - 
Angels that viſit here diſpatch their Work in 
haſte 


O how I'm pain'd to ſee the hoary Hairs 
Of my ag'd Parents ſo brought down by Cares! 
It aggravates, alas, the Stroke to me, 
When I ſuch venerable Mourners ſee 
So dumb with Sorrow, while their faling Eyes 
Flow down in Streams of liquid Elegies. 
O that, ſor Sake of them, deſtroying Death 
Had ſpar'd my Brother, and clos'd up my 


Breath ! 
His 
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His Life wou'd have ſupported their Diſtreſs, i 


Nor had I ſeen their preſent mournful Caſe: 
The Want of me might have been ea&ly born, i 
But his young Fate they ne'er enough can i 


mourn: . 
Death 1n his Fall expel the utmoſt Spite, $ 
Becauſe in him was __—_ his Parents dear x 
Delight. x 


Bur as the Soul inſpires our earthly Frame, © | 
And by an Union manages the ſame : 3 
So perfect Gold no more excells the Braſs, 
Than Love of Soul doth Love of Body paſs. 
Nat'ral Affection has a pow*rful Sway; 
But that is mortal and will ſoon decay. 
The Fire of Love to Womankind with Pain 
* fill the Soul; and ſoon be n 1 

. 21 


| But Friendſhip binds with ſtrongeſt Cords the- 
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And cauſes greateſt Trouble when we part. 
| Lal 7 HIT 
Neer was a dying Martyr-more-belov'd'' © 
By Heav'n, than I by him whom — "" 


mov*d : 
Vor does my Body to my Soul adhere + 
| With truer Love, than he to me was dear! 


= Unfcign'd and pure was our: exalted Tye, 
: And laſting as the Chain of powerful Deſtiny." 


Tho' thoſe whom Blood and Nature have 
ally'd, | y mrs | 4 280 2 


In Bonds of Friendſhip are but rarely ty'd, a 
The ſacred Union us fo firmly join'd, 

We ſeem'd as Bodies manag'd by one Mind. 
So Silver Streams whoſe gentle Current meet, 
With liquid Muſick and Embrace unite, 


Roll 
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Roll on ſerene, and both their Waters loſe 
In one full Tide, while neither of em knows 
A Property, tho? both of them before 

In diff rent Channels had peculiar Store. 


Ho w can I mind our mutual Love andCare, 
And not the inward Pains I feel declare 2 
Can I remember the dear Pleaſure gone, 
And not the Want of its kind Author moan ? 
My Fancy paints the Youth with ev'ry Grace, 
But,ah! the Phantom flies from mine Embrace. 
Grief and Deſpair thro? all my Spirits ſpread, 
Since he in whom my Life was bound is dead. 
Ah! how how forlorn, how wretched am 
I left ! 

Why do I live, who am of Life bereft ? 

Why has my Soul the ſweet Engagement 
known ? | 

And why has Heav'n diſſolv'd my Ties ſo ſoon? 


Thou 


\ r 3 * K 
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Tuou beſt of ——— ſhall 1 * to 
{32 mount! nu £ 
ine early Fate, and too untimely Urn a 
Wor thee no Sorrows can have an Exceſs 1 
In Leſtoem too Httlen that is les 
pride of Louth thy growing Gloties fade, 
and thou, with them, in Aſhes now rt laid, 
A fair Plant that ſoon. its Beabry ſhows, 
Nit ſudden falls when Storms the'Growth 
pp; ion oe d bolt | 
o thou at firſt ſhone with uncommon Pride, 
WGreatly thou bloom d, but in the | Blooming 
dy'd. 1 1%, 
In Pangs of Death, as in ann 
ruoꝰ preſsd with Troubles and Afflictions ſore, 
Thy noble Soul, the Standard of your Worth, 
With brighteſt Luſtre gloriouſty ſuone forth. 


D AmipsT 
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Aus Death's Terrors and ſebere Alarms 
Thy Virtues ſtood nn their 

Charms, | Ee nick 
Till, like a Bird ** its mn. 
Thou ſoar d and ſung; to hleſsꝰd Eternit 
Sooner my Breath ſhall I reſign to Fare 
Than thy daſt Love and Fortitude forget. 
"0 Pains which we, büt I 7 

4 hary) moo 2 mother eilt! nobbul q 
| Neer ſhock'd (5 Soul, nor forc'd a mournful 


{Teara: no! e ane —— Bl 
Nought but the —_— of unn 1 
your Friends b 5 


Causꝰd Grief t affect thee, as it doth our Ach 
And een thoſe Tyes of Nature and of Love, 
With Reſignation to Heav'ns Will, you ſtrove 
To conquer; while your Soul aſpir'd to Bliſs, 


In which true Friendſbip s Self conſummate i Ss. 
| Ox: 
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On! that we could with like heroic Power, 

And chriſtian Patience, our great Loſs endure. 

Nethinks (if Saints E s done on Earth can 

; know). ii 2109 470A Heat ah 2 2 

e ſees our Tears, and wonders at our Woe : 

om Heav'n he looks, and joyful ſeems to ſay, 
My Friends, Pm bleſs'd,--now'give 80 Groans away. 


'£ ol . 


+ 2 | & 111911 12713 
. We NT F 
E enn 


2 SOR —— — WIG 8 = na 


The REFLECTION. 
An OE. n 


Jer „ / 
4 s 4 +4 


He, fleet our Minutes and our Joys! 
The beſt Poſſeſſions here, 
Like Jonal”s Gourd, at Night ariſe, 


At mam diſappear. 
i D 2 Short 
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Short- liv d is all we doat upon below: 
Qur choiceſt Hopes are blaſted ere they grow. 
1 | 
Z 161147 C21 ) ela 
As the ſwift Arrow cuts its Way 1 
Thro”-th? Air, Ille ſubtle wind, 
| While no Perſuaſions make it ſtay, ; 
or leave a Track behind: 
So tranſient Pleaſures of the World are gone, 


And Time that's paſt can be recall'd by none. Wl 


| III. | 


Vr Sweets of Life that ſooneſt fly, 
Are moſt refin'd and pure, 
Too ſtrong for weak Mortality 


To grapple and endure. 
Angels appear to Mankind heav*aly bright, 
But, like their Viſit, ſhort is our Delight. 


IV. Was 


Lagubrer Cantag. Ut: 


IV. 


W.as der a Rleſſing more belov d, 
More charming and compleat, 
Than my late Brother, now remov d“ 
To his eternal State? 
To Jonathan a wond'rous Love Was ſh)]́⸗¾.]h 
By choſen David, leſſer than mine q πꝗ n. 


V. 


BE SIDE the Tyes which Nature made, 
A virtuous Friendſhip bound © 
My Soul to his now bappy Shade, 
With deathleſs Glories crown d. 
The endearing Union raviſh'd all my Hema, 
And ſince it broke, I want my better Pata 


4 VI. A; 
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VI. 


As ſprightly Plants that ſpring too faſt, 
And bloom before their Time; 
Only to fade away make haſte, 


And never reach their Prime: 


So ſcorning to be term'd a Boy, he tryd 
To riſe betimes, but in the Riſing dy d. 


VII. 


No wonder ſuch' a noble Mind, 
All Harmony and Love, 

On Earth no pleaſing Joys cou'd find, 
But ſoar'd to Realms above. 


And yet we murmur when Delights are ſhown, 


And, ere enjoy d, for our bad Merit, gone. 


VIII. Tu 
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VIIL. 


Tx e' precious Things we value moſt, 
Create the greateſt Pain, 
When ſudden, like a wand*ring Ghoſt, 
They balk bur Senſe again.” | 
Een boaſted Life expires with mournful Sighs, 
And th' Union breaks in painful Agonies. 


IX. 


WAA Cordial now can give Relief, U 
Or what can pleaſe my Taſte, 
When I reflect with mighty Grief, 
On all my Pleaſures paſt 2 
My Sun is ſet with him, and all my Light 
Serves only now to ſhew me that”cis Night. 


X Fi 


| 
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X 


Tur Hermit, when his Viftcin 's flow, 
To ſooth his doleſul Care, 
His bypaſt Dream may think upon, 
And half che Pleaſure are: 
But Floods of Sorrow burſt; on me, the mots 
I ruminate, and former Joys explore. 


XI. 


WITH Jahn, my Brother; and my Friend, 
Ye Powers, take all Lhave; 
For nothing now can pleaſe my Mind, 
Nor Comfort do I crave. 
On Earth no Compenſation can be found; 
When Ede loft, the reſt is eurſed Ground · 


AND 
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XII. 


An yet, methinks, I ſhould not mourn 
At ſo intenſe a Rate; 
For tho? his Aſhes grace the Urn, 
His Soul was neer ſo great. 
Pardon, ſweet Saint, my Frailty and Diſtreſs; 
WI mourn my Loſs, but hail your Happineſs. 


The DIR GE. 


A PASTORAL EcLoGus, 


Sacred to the Memory of my 
decear d Brother. 


TI Scotia ſcarcely had the radiant Sun 
Another Year in-circling Courſe begun, 
E Fer 


| 
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Eer young Hlxander, proſtrate on the Ground 


Beneath a Thorn in penſive Mode was found 
While other Shepherds paſs'd the jovial Days 7 
In gay Carouſing and diverting Plays, : 
Like Philomel, complaining of her Pain, 


He ſung his Sorrows, in a mournful Strain. ; 
Great his Diſtreſs, and woful was his Theme, : 
Which thus alone he ſadly did proclaim : 
Ab,. craet Death, ana truel Tear to me; 

And * I, who 1 ſee! A 

TAE Day which] with dear Menalcas ſpent, 
In by-gone Years in Love and Merriment, 
Is now the Day of his untimely Fate, 
The woful Subject of my Soul's Regret. 
Cure dd, ever curs'd, be that unhappy Day; 


Let ne'er the Sun on it his Beams diſplay: 


May Clouds for ever all its Glories hide, 
And fearſul Tempeſts ſcatter all its Pride. 


Let 


ws + 
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Let other Days ſhun its Society, 1/5 
| Hence Mortals hate it all as much as J. 
| Let general Grief thro' Ratho Plains be ſpread, 
W Since he, their Joy and Ornament, is dead. 
Ah, cruel Death, and cruel ar tu imme; 
And wretched I, who Hanſel-Monday ſee!” 
As ] this Morning caſt mine Eyes abroad, 
I ſoon obſerv'd it did portend no good; 
= Some diſmal Omens of my preſent: Woe - 
J \ ppcar'd, which henceforth Ill aceount moſt 
true. 1 . 113 C1 DO8W £ — 
The Wind was Eaſtern, cloudy was the Sly, 
And cloath'd with Snow I ſaw the Paſtures ly, 
The Streams ſtood ſtill in icy Fetters bound, 
The Plough was fixed in the froſty Ground, 
The aged Trees beneath their Burden groan d, 
The Flocks were trembling, and the Birds 


bemoan'd; 


E 2 Behind 
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Behind our Village, on a craggy Rock, 


Methought I heard the ugly Raven croak ; 

The Nightingale that uſed to repair 

To this ſame Thorn, and charm the neigh- 

dbouring Air 

With pleaſing Notes, now, like a widow'd 
| Dove, p 

I ſaw lamenting thro? the naked Grove. 

While dear Menalcas was alive, the Tree 

Was never, never from her Muſick free ; | 

But now ſince he, the beſt Muſician's gone, 

Cooing ſhe wanders thro? the Scenes alone; 

And, like my ſelf, ſhe mourns where'er ſhe 


goes: 


The very Hedges ſeem to ſhare her Woes. 


Ab, cruel Death, and cruel Tear to me; - 
And wretched I, who Hanſel-Monday ſee! 


Wurz 
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Wirk he, {ſweet touts, --indulg' us with 
his Stay, Dl: * iht 
The Flocks were fprightly, and the Birds 
were gay, 
The Fields delightful, and e the Sky, 
The Groves were glad, our Bow'rs with 
Melody | | 
Of Pipe and Voice 8 every Face, 
Juſt like his own, ſerene and chearful was. 
Muſick and powerful Eloquence diſplayd 
Their Charms in him, who all our Paſſions 
ſwayd/ Bil 
DiſpelPd our Cares, and vielded true Delight: 
But ſince he's gone, our Joys have taken fliglit. 
Our Huts are ſilent, as the gloomy Graves; 
And Melancholy fills the rural Caves. 


No Shepherds whiſtling on the Plains we hear. 


No Plays and Dances on the Green appear. 
With 
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With him his dear Companions now have loſt 
All the Delights their rural Life could boaſt. 

His woful Friends and Parents, plung'd in Grief, 
Are wretched now, and void of all Relief _ 


Al, cruel Death, and cruel Tear to me; 
And wretched I, who Hanſel- Monday ſee ! 


Mucn was he lov'd, as he deſerved well: 
In him did all the ſocial Virtues dwell. 
Sweet was his Temper, winning as his Song, 
And moving was the Language of his Tongue. 
His Art to all did perfect Natute ſeem; 
Trifles themſelves were elegant in him. 

He was all Love and Mercy, Truth and Peace; 

His Soul was fild, and Conduct ſhin'd with 
Grace. 

No Deed of his procur'd his Neighbour's Hate, 

Nor had he any Enemy but Fate. 


All 
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All that was good in him at once combin'd, 
And like a ſudden Flaſh of Lightning ſhin'd ; 
But from us early was he ſnatch'd away,” 
Eer we had Time his Beauties to ſurvey: 
Yet ſo much of his Qualities we knew, 
That we, alas, lament his Abſence now, .. / 
Deep is our Grief, and cutting is our Wound, 
And all our Eyes in food of Tearsare drown'd. 
Ab, crgel Deatb, and cruel. Tear to n; 
id wretched I, who Hanſel Monday ſee! 
Bur ha! what means yon pure etherial light? 
Mine Eyes are dazled, and I loſe my Sight. 
I hear, methinks, ſweet Hymns divinely loud, 
The Sound comes downward from yon glo- 
rious Cloud. Dan; 
Tis our Menalcas with diſtinguiſh'd Rays, 
'Tis he that offers Songs of heav'nly Praile : 


The 
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The Sky ſtill brightens as he goes along, 
And Angels join in his celeſtial Song. 
Behold! I ſee Menalcas crown d. · No more, 
Miſtaken Mortals, his good Fate deplore. 
As into Air the purer Spirits flow, 
And are disjoin'd from groſſer Dregs below; 
So flew his Soul to its congenial Clime, 
And ſoon prevented all the Toils of Time. 
Now ſhallhisGrave with riſing Flow'rs bedreſt» 
And the green Turf lie gently on his Breaſt. 
No more ſhall Nature ficken and decay ; 
The Night ſhall now give place tochearful Day. 
Be glad ye Shepherds, fruitful every Field, | 
Glide on ye Streams, ye Birds your Muſic yield, ; 
And Angels, with your ſilver Wings ſurround i 
Menalcas Urn, and guard the facred Ground. 


Oh, wel come Death, and welcome Tear to me - 


And happy I, who Hanſel-Monday ſee ! 


AN 
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FO O D E. 
To the RuverznD 


. I844c Warts, V. D. A. 


J. 
AE Muſe, dear Matte, that copies thine 
With fond Ambition, but une 
qual Skill, 
And would have all his Works divine, 
If Pow'r were ſuited to my Will; 
Rob'd of the deareſt Bliſs below, 
Is plung'd in Melancholy now, 


And ty'd to mournful Strains, 15 
With heavy Heart, and moulted Wings 
In lowly, artleſs Numbers ſings, | 


The Cauſe of all his Pains. 
F &- 
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A Brother juſt, and generous, and young; 
A Friend like Gunſton, whom of Old you ſuns i 
In Lincs immortal, as the Love renown'd, : 
That both your Souls in facred Union bound; p 
With painful Sighs has ſpent his Stock of Breath, Wi 
And fal'n a blooming Sacrifice to Death. ; 


II. 
Couro I with half your Fire declare, 
What Charms in virtuous Friendſhip are; | 
Deſcribe its Tranſports which we ieel, 
And paint the Pangs of Separation well: 
In evry Verſe, in ev'ry Line, 
By Art and Nature form'd t'endure, 
The Paſſions ſhould illuſtrious ſhine 
With all commanding Pow'r. 
Totv'ry Reader I'd impart 
A lively Tranſcript of my Heart : 
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And all ſhould freely own, 
That as our Love was paralell'd by none, 
And now my Grief exceſhve is, 
And boundleſs as a vaſt Abyſs: 
so ne'er a Bard with brighter Imag'ry, 
And better Skill, deſerib'd his Senſe than I. 
But, ah! my tender Muſe in vain 
Aſpires at ſuch a Height, 
Conſummate Poets free from Pain 
Can do a Subject right, 
You only, Watts, and ſuch as you, can make 
A Reader pleas'd, and all your Sentiments 


partake. 


III. 
Tu Top of my indulg'd Ambition now, 
Till ſtronger for advent'rous Flight grow, 
is to relate in humble Strain 


My ancient Love, and preſent Pain. 
F 2 But 
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But Grief hath laid my Mind ſo low, 
That all Eſſays to repreſent 


The Purpoſe of my Muſe are vain, 
In ſuch a dull Complaint. 
Since he, my Brother, from my Sight 


By Death was rudely torn, 
My weary Soul knew no Delight, 
Unleſs 'tis good to mourn. 
Reflection on my Pleaſures gone 
Creates a oreater Griet 3 
And when I think how I am left alone, 
My Mind admits of no Relief. 
The beſt Refreſhment now I find, 
Is when clad o'er in Sorrow's Livery, 
Or pain'd with mutual Sympathy, 
I ſee ſome wretched Friend. 
Grief in Communion moderates Diſtreſs, 


And makes the Soul content appear ; 


As 
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As harſher Sounds in Conſort mixt do lefs 


Offend the tuneful Ear. 


IV. 


Bur, ah! my Friend, 'tis ſmall Reſpite 
That Tears and Sympathy can give; 
Nor can my Books yield true Delight, 
Or philoſophic Cordials make me live; 
No more can Company divert 
The Troubles of my mournful Heart. 
All theſe Pve try'd, but ſtill I find 

My Sorrow *s like a growing Tide: 

In vain I wow'd my Torture hide, 
While his dear Idea haunts my tender Mind. 
Why are the greateſt Bleſſings giv'n in vain, 

Which muſt be left with greater Pain? 
Tell me, ye Pow'rs, why one was ſent 
To Earth fo glorious, and fo ſhort while lent ? 


Or 
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Or thought ye it too much for human State, 
To have a Bleſſing laſting as *twas great ? 
Yes; he for Farth was too refin'd a Saint, 
And therefore Heav'n betimes did him tran. 
ſplant :' 
Fer his brave Soul was ſtain'd with Rage, 
Luſt, Envy and Hypocriſy, “ 
The darling Crimes of this degenerate Age, 
It was remov'd to Joys divine, 
Amongſt the bleſs d Society; 
Who in conſummate Glory ſhine, 
And to th' Eternal King 
Celeſtial Hymns and grateful Praiſes ſing, 


V. 


Reason aſſiſt me while I ſtrive 
My Brother to ſurvive; 
And no more ſuffer Tears to flow, 


But bleſſed be, becauſe he's ſo. 
Why 
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Why ſhou'd 1 chus intenſely mourn 


For him who can't return? 
Why ſend Complaints where no Redreſs is 
found? | 
Or quarrel with th* Almighty's Will, 
Who has the ſov'reign Pow'r and Skill 
To heal as well as wound? 
As thou, Great Ruler, know*ſt what's fit, 
Make me, like patient Watts, ſubmit: 
No longer at thy Diſpenſations pine, 
But pleaſed ay Thy ſov'reign Will is mine. 


4 2 *VöV—õẽóf 
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To Mr. JoHN CALLEN DER. 


1 10 thee, dear Youth, Co- partner of 
my Pain, 


How ſhall I write, and in what doleful Strain? 
4100 
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Too well the Cauſe of my afflicting Woe, 
Too well the Pangs of OR loſt, you 
know: 

As if our Souls in one were cloſely join'd, 

We mourn at once a Brother and a Friend. 


Your Grief is great, proportion'd to our Loſs; 

(A Friend departed is a mighty Croſs.) 

But when the Ties of Birth and Friendſhip Wi 
break, 5 

How vaſt the Sorrow which our Souls partake! 

This. double Woe affects my wretched Heart, 

And only I can tell, how much I ſmart. 

The Debt I to a Brother owe is great; 

But can I mourn at too intenſe a Rate 

For a dear Friend's ſevere untimely Fate ? 

My Soul lies hid in Shades of gloomy Grief, 

And ſickens more at Thovghts of kind Re- 


lief: 


With 
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ith half-hut Eyes, juſt ſo, the Bird of Night 
hs from its Neſt, and hates the chearful 
| Light. 4 


To thee I would unboſom my Diſtreſs ;/ 
he Smoke when vented uſually grows leſs. 
ike ſudden Fire true Sorrow, when.conceaPd, 
onſumes us up, and quenches when reyeaPd, 
Wh that 1 could but weep away my Pain, 
and melt my Load in Show'rs of briny Rain 
he inward Heat of Seen burns me ſo, 

hat Tears are dry d, and therefore cannot flow 
y Suff'rings are vamesſurably great, 
And Sobs and Murmurs only tell my State. 
Affliction grows a Native of my Breaſt; 
It can't diſlodge, when *tis ſo well poſſeſs d. 
There it muſt dwell-until the Prop of all! 
Forlake the Building, which of Courſe muff 


fall. 
G Ys 


| 0 
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Ys that ne'er had a Friend, like mine, forbea p 
To blame my Sorrows and conſuming Care. . 
Ye, like the Stoicks, can be dully brave, 

And talk according to the Senſe ye have; 

But kaow, miſtaken Mortals, that divine 

Is the true Spring of this Diſtreſs of mine. 

Reaſon, that noble Pow'r, is ſpent in vain, i 
To cure my Suff'ring, or aſſwage my Pain. iſ | 
"Till T again enjoy my better Part, a 
Nothing can eaſe my poor divided Heart. 


FxrtNosH1iP, thou gen'rous Charmer d 
the Mind; ; 
Thou lieav'nly Flame, and Love from Luk 
refined: | 
Nobler than Kindred, or than Marriage-Band, 
By which the happy Angels ſeem to ſtand: 


5 
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| By rhee our Souls in Sympathy were ty'd,. 


| 
| And ev'n in Nature cloſely were ally d. 
; 


; 
4 
* 


ar 
Like Poets, born to what we were, we grew; 


WBut, ah! by Death we are disjointed now, 
| Tho? ſooner ſhall the Lamb and Wolf agree, 
Than you forgotten and exringuiſh'd be. 
My Flame immortal, as my Soul, ſhalt prove, 
Nor new Acquaintance ſhall abate my Love. 
what's once upon a virtuous Babs ſure, 
Por ever will, in ſpite of Fate, endure. 
All ye that know our mutual Love may gueſs, 
How great 's my preſent Torture and Diſtreſs, 
Our Joys were one, as murual was our Care, 
Bound by one Faith we both with Pleafure 
were. | 
One Reaſon govern'd both our yielding Wills; 
Like Goods we lov'd, and hated the like Its. 
Friendſhip in this. degen'rate Age is made 


A Bait for Sin, or elſe at beſt a Trade. 
G 2 But 


44 FLugubres Cantus. 


But Honeſty was the eſſential Ground 


CTY. 


On which we built, by which our Souls wen 


bound. 

More pure, perhaps, but ſcarce more great, 
will prove, 

The Friendſhip which ſhall joyn our Souls 
Above, 


Cax I forget thee, my departed Friend? A 


8 1 
* — 2 * 


Shall virtuous Love e' er know a wretched End? | 


No: Thy dear Image, tho' with mighty Pain, \ 


Shall fill my Mind while I on Earth remain. 
All Days to me roll undiſtinguiſh'd now, 
And but prolong one hated Line of Woe : 
But thou art happy in the ſilent Urn, 
While we our Loſs, and thy Departure mourn. 
No Hopes or Fears invade thy naked Breaſt: 
This thou haſt gain'd by Death, to be at Reſt. 


The 
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TheGrave's the Bed where weary Nature lies, 
Throws off her Load of Care and Miſeries: 
From outward Sorrows gets a wiſh*d Releaſe, 
And ſinks in Slumbers of eternal Peace. 

W What once we priz'd is now a Nothing made, 

Poor uſeleſs Duſt, with Worms in Silence laid: 

Blended it lies with more ignoble Clay, 

And hid from us, as from the ſhining Day. 

Untimely Death! thou ſeiz'd the Young and 
Brave ; 

What bloom'd of late, now withers in the 
Grave; 

Never, Oh! never more to ſee the Sun; | 

Still dark in a damp Vault, and ſtill alone. 


YET why make we a Myſtery of Death? 
It is no more than to reſign the Breath: 


A calm, eternal Sleep in ſilent Night, 


Exempt from Dreams, as from the ſhining Light. 
"Tis 
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*Tis but a poor imaginary Line, 
Which earthly Being does at laſt confine ; ' 
Or like a Gale, that wafts us gently o'er 
To other Scenes, on an immortal Shore : 


The Ties of Nature only it unbinds, 

And has no' Horrors but for guilty Minds. 

When on the Margin of the Grave they ſtand, 

And view deſerved Puniſhments at- hand; 

While Conſcience inly chides them for their Wl 
Faults, | q 


And brings paſt Actions to their mournful 


Thoughts ; a 
Then Death looks dreadful, and to change 
their Fate 


They would repent, but find it would be late. 
Diſtracting Doubts and Terrors fill their Breaſt; WM 
In vain they labour languiſhing for Reſt: 
Each Step of Death affords new Agonies, 


And opens Scenes of Vengeance to their Eyes. 
F _ 
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But upright Souls with Pleaſure yield their 
Breath, | 
And gladly welcome the Approach of Death : 
No painful Sting or diſmal Gloom he wears, 
But all ſerene and lovely he appears. 


Dark Clouds ſometimes may interpoſe awhile, * 
And all their Thoughts with Fear and'Sot- 
ab 3 6 
But ſudden Gleams of Glory pierce the Night, 
And chear the Mind with Views of endleſs 
Light':: | | 


Ox grant, ye Powers, that I may bravely meet, 


Like my dead Brother, my approaching Fate 
For neer a Soul with greater Patience bore 
Such piercing Pains and Agonies before 3 

None mote unmov'dat ſight of Deathappear'd; 


He ſaw no preſent Sting, nor future Torment 


fear'd. 
| Arm'd 
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Arm'd with his Innocence reſolv'd he lay, 


Bade Friends, Fare wel, and ſweetly ſoar'd 


away, ll 3 8 


Amidſt a heav'nly Guard to Realms of pu- 


—— 


reſt Day P- _ J 


With him, my Heart, dear Calender, is fled, 
And to this World, and all its Joys, is dead. 
Of Life, once priz'd, at length I'm weary grown, 
Since all my Pleaſures here below are flown : 
Oh haſte dull Time, and put a welcome End. 
To my wretch'd Days, as to my happy Friend. 
There's nothing here worth living to be found; 
What I behold is but enchanted Ground. 
The ſweeteſt Honey's mixt with nauſeous Gal, 
And tis a Cheat which Mortals happy call. 
No more the charming Tree of Life I'll boaſt, 


Since Paradiſe, in which it grew, is loſt. 


0 
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os earthly Joys how ſoon are we depriv'd? 

| Our choicelt Pleaſure is at beſt ſhort-liv'd. 

W The greateſt Bleſſing, when remoy'd again, 

| Creates a double, Soul-tormenting Pain. 

At beſt, Fruition is a flatt'ring Cheat; 

W It raiſes Hope, and can as ſoon defeat. 

W Juſt when we come renjoy the pleaſing Prey, 

Like a ſhy Ghoſt, it vaniſhes away. 

WH Herv'n ſeems to mock our fond Simplicity 

By ſhewing Pearls, and when we curious try ( 

To ſnatch them up, they baulk our curious 
Eye. 

Yet I could n&er the Myſtery conceive; 

Nor ceagd th? Impoſtor's Cunning to believe. 

But now no more I'll truſt deluſive Bliſs, 


Nor value Pleaſure, ſince 'm rob'd of this, 


H T#ro? 
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Tao? Death hath ſtabb'd me in my tende 5 

Part, | 5 
By ſeizing John, tlie Darling of my Heart, 5 
This Leſſon he hath taught me by the Way, : 
Ne'er to make Heav'n of Pleaſures that decay 
I'll never truſt the-Juggler's Art again, - 
But mind that Fleſh is Graſs, and all below : 

vain. ey 
Then, O my Soul, with an uncommon Flight 
Wing thou thy Way to Scenes of new Deligu 
Thy better Half already is remov'd : 
To that bleſs'd Region by the Saints belo 
Does not his Death ſound loudly in mine Ear, 2 
That Happineſs below is not ſincere ? 2 
No Joys on Earth can court a longer Stay, 
And Int'reſt calls me to a purer Day. 


Adieu to vain deluſive Bliſs below; 


Adieu to Care, and vexing Sorrows nous 
Adleu 


X 
, 
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dieu to every thing that can divert bnd! 
My Soul reſoly'd to ſeek its better Part. 


ust, lead the Way For ſure you cannot 
miſs, 7 ne 

To find my Brother whereſoe'er he is. 

Range the wide World of Spirits o'er and o'er, 

WI he Way he went, and what's his Work, ex- 


plore. 


FWWUEPTTITT ] u ²˙ . r „re 


ought can eſcapè thy curious watchful Eye, 


or can ſo fair a Spirit undiſtinguiſh'd lye. 


riss he Full well I know the Kindred- 
| Mind, ekt 
be purer Part of my departed Friend: 

| \rray'd in Robes of heav'nly Light and State, 
Wow near he ſtands to the Almighty's Seat! 
Fternal Tranſports of conſummate Joy, 


Lore, and Wonder are his dear Employ. - 


H 2 Arouad 
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Around him Choirs of Saints and Angelsſing,) 
He crowns the Conſort with his golden 


Andgladsall Heay*n with Praiſes to Rag 4 
SWEET Contemplation! Let me always Z 
dwell ; 5 

On ſuch a Theme, and Heav'ns rieh Glorie; | ; 
When ſhall I view theſe intelleQual Scenes, 
Loos'd from the Fleſh that me on Earth de- 
tains ? 

How long ſhall Saints around us take their | 
Flight, 
Unbody'd to eternal Realms of Light? 
Dear Calender ! You long, as well as I, 
To look below you on this Earth and Sky. 
Your Spirit chides low Nature's lazy Wheels, 


And longs to mount the evyerliſting Hills; 1 
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| To climb with Pleaſure the celeſtial Road 
That leads to John, your Saviour, and yourGod. 
'Tis but awhile we muſt of Sorrows tafte, 
To make us value more a heav'nly Feaſt. 
Ere long we ſhall tranſcend the vaulted Sky, 
And, like free'd Larks, ſing Joyful as we fly. 


e N 
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* houghts on Humane Life. 
An ODE. 


To my SISTER. 


. I. 11 

B LIEVE it, Delia, Life's a Scene, 
In various Colours pictur'd o'er i 
A thouſand Proſpects entertain 


Our Eyes each Day unknown to us before. 
II. WIEN 


> 
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beo fs initio off outro dic 
II. 
WHEN in our young and tender Years 
We look abroad, in fair Diſguiſe 
A World of Pleaſure ſoon appears, 
To court our Minds, and captivate our Eyes. 


III. 


WII IE yet the Thoughts are free of Cares, 
What gay Allurements have we known ? 
How flatt'ring are the fatal Snares, 
Which ſolid Reaſon charges us to ſhun : 


IV. 
No Grief, no Tears diſturb the Mind, 
No Jealouſies our Joys allay, 


But Charms and Hopes of every kind 
Our Fancies cheat, and all our Conduct ſway. 


V.. & 
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V. 
4 Thouſand Beauties in the Spring 
Afford a Pleaſure to the Sigit; 
Then all the Fields are promiſing : ! : 
They ſooth our Hopes, and fill qs with Delight. 


VI. 
T uus heedleſs up the Hill of Time 
By ſmall Degrees we ſoon aſcend, 
From thence we ſee our Sun decline, 


And all our Joys diſpatching to an End. 


VII. 
Oux mighty Bliſs grows fugitive, 
Our Hopes and fond Delights are flown, 
When Youth, the Time we ſeem to live, 


Beyond Redemption is remov'd, and gone. 


VIII. Now 
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| VIII. 

No w Care, and Toit, and Sickneſs come, 
The conſtant Train of growing Years, 
And Death's inexorable Doom, 
Ere we're aware, within our View appears, 


IX. 
Taz Dregs, which to the Bottom ſink, 
Of all the Wine our Youth devour'd, 


Remain for latter Years to drink, 
When Joy is fled, and Life with Sorrow ſour'd. 


X. 


TAE ſoft Ideas fly away, 
That wander'd in our youthful Minds, 

Our Wit and Beauty now decay, 
As Leaves from Trees before the Weltern 


Winds. 
XI. Tux 


Lugubres Cuntus: 57 


XI. 
Tae glaring Colours that allur d 
And pleas'd at firſt the raviſſid Eye, 
Are alter'd quite, are all obſeurddd 
ith different Draughtsof a more diſmal Dye. 


XII. 


Tu Thorns that former Years have ſown, 
Unheeded by us in our Youth, ' 
To Crops of late Repentance grown, 


\fford us Toil, and ſmartly charge our Sloth. 


XIII. 


Taxx tir'd with Cares, with Labour ſpent, 
With thouſand Miſeries oppreſs'd, 

We ſeek for Time, but to lament 

That youthful Fancies rob'd our Minds of 


Reſt, 
1 XIV. Ie 
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XIV. 
ImexoVE. then, Delia, preſent Time, 
And pur no Truſt in fading Toys. \ 
Fer long your Life will reach the Prime, 
And then Farewel to ſublunary Joys. 


Wno knowy but all your blooming Charms i 
May blaſted be before they bear? 
Youth's not ſecure from Death's Alarms, 


Nor are the beſt Enjoyments laſting here. 


XVI. 
Oux Brother in the Pride of Life 


Reſign'd to Fate his precious Breath: 
Awhile he held a generous Strife ; 


But who is Proof againſt the Darts of Death! 


Thoughts 


| 


E * 


Thoughts on Death and Judgment 


An Opz., Ayes 
I. 
HaT Power, O Death, and Influence 


Is this thou haſt upon my Soul? 
My Reaſon offers ſmall Defence, 
And is not able to controll 
The mighty Fears which in my Mind ariſe, 
When Faney ſhapes thee in her oazing Eyes. 
For tho? at Diſtance thy mm Shade 
Is piftur'd in my Brain, 2 
A thouſand Fears invade | 
And fill my Mind with Pain. 


1 2 Where'er 
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Where'er I go the gloomy Grave, 
The Terror of the Great and Brave, 

Is ſtill the Subject of my penſive Thought: 

Before my Fancy evermore I view 
The dire and melancholy Draught 

Which, as I fly, doth at my Heels purſue; 

And cer 1 am aware, 
The Phantom fruſtrates all my Care, 

And into {ad Subjection I am always brought 

iÞ IT. 3 
Tis not, O Death, thine Agonies 
And piercing Darts I chiefly fear: 
The Grave, ſhould it appear 
With its Inhabitants the Worms, 
Should not my Sould ſurprize 
wich all its dreadful Forms. 


Were theſe the worſt, l'd ſpurn this mortalClay, 


And meet the King of Terrors halt the wok 
| ut 
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But, ah! methinks beyond the Goal,” 
Lies ſomething; ſhocking to my Soul. 
Eternity appears in vie ẽw r 
And lo an angry Bro-wf̃ e 
High on a Throne of awfut State 
A Judge appears to portion human Fate. : 
Him-human Forces cannot-brave 44014 
No Bribes, no Promiſes can blind; 
No Threats can fright, no Wiles deceive, 
And make him change his Mind. 
Would. He from His tremendous Throne 
With Smiles approve what I have done, 
I ſhould be happy; and in Scorn deſpiſe 
Whate'er is termed Great and Good below the 
Sies | 


| 


, * * AT 


= N F | 
A doubtful Stake I have, tor throw, 
And all my Happineſs or Woe, 
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My good or bad eternal State 
Depends upon the awful Fate. 

O thou Almighty Judge regard 
The Cries of an impatient Bard ! 
Since Gifts and Of rings cannot fave from 
Death, © A 
Nor Rams and Flocks appeaſe thy Wrath, 

Nor Streams of fragrant Oil controll 
The Fury of a God; 
Nor the more precious Firſtborn's Blood 
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Compound for Debt, and make Atonemen 
for the Soul; he | 

I willingly, O God, 'refign to Thee 

- (Accept the humble Gift from me) 
My Youth, and all its blooming Heat, 
Whate'er I am, or have, or can acquire: 
My Muſe and Thoughts I dedicate 
CTis fit the Tues of the ſacred Fire, 


. 
# 4 if 
„ 
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To thee, its Spring, * I 
And all my Vanities, 

And loved n to Wrote thee: ſhall expire. 


reed etc betrof- Obe 
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An EPISTLE 


To the rv 


Mr. JohN Gorhakr, V. D. 1 


HIL A you, dear Sir, with nk. 
W ed Mind, Da! 
Endure Afflictions, I, your weaker Brien 
Rob'd of a Brother, and with him of 8 | 
In ſilent Sighs my fleeting Hours employ ;  / 


Lite grows a Burden, and not worth my Care, 


My Woes ſo many and oppreſſing are. 


The 
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The Loſs of ſuch a Brother, and a Friend, 
(For we in both Relations once were join'd) 
In ſpite of Virtue and Philoſophy, 
Plunges my Mind in an Abyſs of Miſery. 
Awhile he ſhone, awhile our Sight he cheer'd, 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd Comfort diſappear'd. 
How ſoon he flouri hd, and how {ripe he grew 
In Qualities IAA bright, you 1 knew : 
He could not long delight us with his Stay; 
His Soul diſdainꝰd to be confin'd to Clay. 
So low- hung Clouds, by raining over- faſt, 
Break all at once, nor can they always laſt. 
And often as the Heav*ns refreſh our Sight, 


While they appear ſerenely clear and bright, 
Thick horrid Clouds with ſuddenGloom ariſe, 
And Shades of Hell, to hide them from our 

Eyes. 
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Ox what is Life! a Shadow, or a Dream, 

A very nothing, or at moſt a Name!! 

A poor imaginary Scene, that lies 

Betwixt two endleſs dark Eternities 

A haſty Step forth from our Mother's: Womb 

To the damp Grave, or ghoſtly ſilent Tomb. 

The wretched World, where ſcarce we ſhew 
our Face, 

And breath a while, we term our dwelling-place: 

But generous Minds, like him whoſe Fate I 
mourn, 

See all Things vain on Earth, and _ Plea- 


ſure ſpurn. 


WI but, like Players, on the Stage appear, 
Strut for awhile, and bluſter loudly here, 
With Sound and Fury make our ſenſeleſs Tale, 


And ſcarce approv'd behind the Curtain ſteal. 
K They're 
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They're bleſt, who make not Earth their dear 
bete coho? £10 

ButaQtawhileandgain the Plaudit of theirGod. 

Short Bounds of Life are ſet to mortal Man: 

Tis Virtue*s Work to ſtretch the narrow Span. 

Improperly we meaſure Life by Breatj, 

They do not truly live, who merit Death: 

Lo x have I been with proſp'rous Life 
deceiv'd; | 

Till now, I n&er its Vanity beliey'd. 

I truſted much the varniſhed Deceit; 

But am convinc'd at laſt, that ev'ry Charm's 
a Cheat : 

That Goods of Life are like the chymic Gold, 

Which fool us young, and begger us when old. 

All our To-morrows are as Yeſterday, 


That pleas'd our Eyes with Shew, and ſudden 


{Sd away. 
| - F Now 


Lugubre Cantus. 67 
Now I begin to feel afflicting Pain; 
And, of the beſt Enjoyment here, complain: 
We never know ſo well our wretched Caſe, 
As when we view ourſelves in Sorrow's Glaſs. 
My Grief, perhaps, by others will be blam'd, 
And all my mournful Numbers much defam'd. 
So I, untroubled, us'd to charge before 
My Neighbours, vho with Patience hardly bore 
The mighty Sorrows of their wretched Mind, 
While they eſteem'd me Igi'rant and Unkind. 
All Men give counſel to their Friends diſtreſs'd, 
While they themſelves are eaſy and at reſt; 
Yet when they feel the like Diſtreſs, they cry, 
No Pain's ſo great; we'll ſwoon, deſpair and dye. 
Their Counſel turns to Paſſion and Complaint, 
And no ſoft Language can their Trouble paint. 
They blame all others who in Groans and Sighs 


Do not with them condole and ſympathize, 


K 2 1 


Thus all Men preach up Patience to the griev'd; 
But, when afflicted, ſcarce will be reliev'd. 
Moral they were of late; but now their Pow'r 
Is not ſufficient their awn Pain t* endure. 


Bip me not, Mortals,bravely Suff*ringsbear, 
And for my Brother's Death unmov'd, like 
you, appear: rel 
But, if ye can, a noble Pattern ſhew, 
And I ſhall then obſequious be to you. 
Yet ere ye find occaſion to declare 
Your boaſted Virtue, firſt you muſt compare 


With me in Sorrow for ſo true a Friend, 


Curious to ſearch out Beauties to commend, 
In cenſuring flow ; to whom you may impart 
With ſafety all the Secrets of your Heart; 
Make common e en your moſt retired thoughts, 
Nor fear he will reveal, tho? gently chide your 


Faults. 
ond Sooner 


ooner to Fleets the Winds ſhall uſeleſs prove, 
geſore you find a more exalted Lo “e. 
he Flowers ſhall yield no Honey to the Bee, 
Ere Mankind any Parallel ſhall ſee. | 
ou, who the Reaſon of my' Sorrows know, 
Commiſerate my ſad Condition now. _ . 
Compaſſion ſeems a gen'rous Property. |) 
Of Humankind to thoſe in Miſery. 

The Tears which Nature gave to Man'deetavle - 
She meant we ſhou'd our Brethren's'Trbu- 


bles ſhare. © 


The Sentiments which inly we conceive -- 

Are known by Weeping, Man's Prerogative, 

By pitying Looks and melting Eyes we ſhow 

Our Sympathy with others painful Woe. © - 

This nat'ral Piety at firſt refin'd, 264 

And Heav'nwards rais'd the Heart of Human- 
kind. I. 


It 
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It proves our Spirit of divine Deſcent, 

While that of Brutes to Earth is downward 
204 enn (2i0H: 01. eie 


Bur why, alas! ſhou'd mortal Man complain 
Of Fortune, Fate, or Providence, in vain? 
God knows our Caſe, and ſuits his Conduct wel, 
We may miſtake, but He has perfec Skill. 
-Reaſon's too ſhort, to meaſure infinite: 
Th Abyſs of Juſtice can't be known by it. 

A Chain there is which guides Affairs below, 
But purblind we its neareſt Link ſcarce know 
Far leſs our Eyes explore the Original, 
The mighty Beam above that poiſes all. 
To virtuous Knowledge we were early bred, 
And in our Souls wiſe Nature Wiſdom laid; 
That we, like Heroes, with a brave Control, 
Our fiery Paſſions and their Rage might rule: 


To 
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o bear our Croſs, and hold a'glorious Strife 
With adverſe Fate, and ev'ry Change of Life: 
To wait Heav'ns Time, and look for better 


; 


Days, 1 ei 0 72877 
When Sighs ſhall end in * lia of 
Praiſe.” | 


'Tis our own Wiſdom moulds our preſent 
State; | i360 
And to our Lives proportion'd-is our Fate. 
Our Faults or Virtues have an Influence. 
And ſeem to govern ruling Providence. 
True Valour ſoars above the Things that ſeem' 
Diſtreſs and Pain, in mortal Man's Eſteem. 
Afflictions are not real Ills, elſe Heav'n 
Had ne'er ſuch Gifts to choſen Fay'rites givinz 
They're only ſent to try our Patience well, 
And teach our Minds in gen'rous Arts to ex- 


| cell: 
To 
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To ſhow the Charms that with a fooliſh Pride, 
we otherwiſe in eaſy Life would hide. 
A noble Spirit neer more brisk appeats, 

Exerts its Pow rs, and ſpurns its Clog of Care, 
Than when a Weight of Trouble bears it doi 
And Fortune ſeems to take delight to frown, 
Then I'll not fondly aggravate my Pain, 
Nor of the Conduct of the Fates complain. 
Patience, my Friend, vill mitigate Diſtreſs, 
Diſpel our Cares, and make Affliction leſs. 
We'll truſt the Almighty Ruler of this Ball 
With our Concerns, who beſt diſpoſes all. 
Tho cloudy Hours invade our Time, what then! 
We have had clear ones, and may have again. 
So ſilver Rills, by ruſhing Rains defil'd, 
May roul awhile unwholeſomethro' the Field; 
But when the Clouds are ſcatter*d, and the flit 
Turns more ſerene, they btight again appear. 


715 
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To fit that Troubles Thould ourſ an S anno: 
Wo" ye . no Sorrows carinot ps Jaye» 3 


Since Trouble beſt becomes pur N atzite * 
We to Diſtreſs, as to our Cite tend, x 
hs Flames, of Fire ve ſee e to-Heay abend 
Beſide, ſome Grief ſhows mighty Love, but yet 
Too much declares as great 4 Want of Wit. 
Tis an Ambition of an adverſe rate, 

T indulge a mournful-melancholy State: 

In Grief That ofcen does appear with Cttarms, 
And almoſt cozens us into its Arms; * | 
But it unmans tlie Soul in which it dwells 1 
And therefore he evites it who excells 4 

It makes a Feather have prodigious Weight, 
And ſwells a Mole-hill to a Mountains Height; 
le turns each Spark into a blazing Planie, 
And every Blaſt, a Tempeſt hard to tame 


L To 


. 42 e 


In Imitation of the N umbers 9 
Mr. Pops i in 1 his Ode o on Silence 


1. 


\Hou u Candle, Kine Reman 

Ffm 6 oo! 

- Whoſe Blaze, like Life, "is Gadden (pak 

and gone, 

Nen! addreſs 8 * make wy Sorrow 
known ? ?: 

Already thou haſt ſeen my flowing Tears, 

And becn a Witneſs of my anxious Cares, 

Nor art thou Stranger to my Sighs and loanly 

; Pray'rs. 


III. Too 
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Ine 
Too well thou know ſt how melanchely1 
Have paſs'd the Hours in your Society, 

When Nature and her Seed in eaſy” Sum- 

bers lye. tr5b dig 


2 


IV. 
Oft you alone have heard my Muſe complain, 
And tell the Spring and Meaſure of my Pain, 
While theſe faſt failing Eyes demanded Sleep 


in vain. 


1 


. 


If &er a ſhort Reſpite is granted me. 

'Tis when I do compare my ſelf with thee, 
And in thy dying Light read friendly Sym- 
pathy. 


Thy 
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VI. 
Thy Flame's an Emblem of the burning Grieß, 
That hy degrees conſumes my wretched Lit, 


Thou waſtes away with me, while all beſide if 
are 581 24! CIQ 
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VII. 
My Fellow Mortals ign'rant of my Woes, 
On downy Beds enjoy their wiſh'd Repoſe, 
While thou in 8) n to ancient . 
goes. 


VIII. 
As my Diſtreſſes Signs of Life diſplay, 
As well as Symptoms of a faſt Decay, 
Thy Flames do juſt the like —— In living 


die away. 


IX, Nor 
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IX. 
Nor is the wondrous Parallel leſs bright, 


Betwixt my Caſe, and your expiring Light, 
In this; That both of us prefer the ſilent Night. 


. WE WS, 


When Day's Great Ruler mounts t the He- 
miſphere, IE M. | 
No. more the Rays of ne pogr e 
| appear, 7 
But loſe themſelves i in Beams more uſeful as 
more clear. 
M0: = Cl 


My Sorrows thus in Solitude take place, 
In public I put on a cheerful Face, 
Nor dare in fight of Men avouch my mourn- 


ful Caſe. 
we; XII. I fee 
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XII. 


1 ſee, my Taper, thou makes haſte to die, 
And minds me well, that ſo ere long muſt l. 
O may my Life and Death have like Affinity 
S488 44 4114444444444 
Fefe 


? 


Ps8ALM xlu. Verſe 5. 
Why art thou caſt down, O my 
Soul, and why art thou di ſqui- 
eted within me KWS. 


8 


J. 
AY, O my Soul, why thus oppreſt with 


Woe? 
Why ſo difnay'd and mightily caſt down? 
Tell me the Cauſe thou agonizes ſo? 
What Floods-of Grief thy chearful Temper 


drown ? 


93} 1 II. Thou 


II. 
Thou ſeem'ꝰ ſt afraid as Dangers were at hand, 
Or mourn as if you felt a preſent Pain. 
Thy Powers and Pa ſſions lie at the Command 
Of Melancholy and her ghoſtly Train. 
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IL 
I'm pain'd to find thee in ſo Vretehꝭd a Caſe, 


So hoarſe with me, with 
Tears; Mob! vo 


Darkneſs oferſpreads thy former ſhining pie, 
And all thy Courage ſinks in muddy Cares. 


IV. 2 


But wilt thou always feed the raging Flame, 
Indulge the Sorrows that ſo fatal prove? 
Reſolv'd art thou to glory in thy Shame, 


And, fond of Woe, in gloomyLad'rinths any © 
8 
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V. 

E dite Deſpair ſo pleaſing to thi Mind? 

Doſt thou rejoice in ſullen Shades of Night 

Or is ĩt juſt thou ſhouldſt afflict thy Friend? 
And is thy Fleſh no more thy Favourite ? 


VI. 
Hy to thy God, who: can redreſs thy Pain, 
Take off thy Burden, and diſpel thy Fears. 
Why dully paſſive do'ſt thou thus complain, 
Since he can help, who mercifully hears? 


3 
He has engag'd his everlaſting Truth 
In favour of dejected Souls, that fly 
Tohim in trouble. Can'ſtthou truſt his Oath? 
Is he no Friend to Men in Miſery ? 


VIII. Hope 
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Hope in lis Name willcurethy wreidhad Woe, 
Compoſe thyG rief, and ſilence thine Alarms: 

His strengthrs almighty, and engaged too 

For thoſe that ſbelter in his friendly Arif. 


c 
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SELL LU — 
not, sn hou 
When fix'd thou art an this immortal Rock, 
From Perſecution and Diſtreſs ep Fa 
Thou may*ſt exult, nor fear AfMiQion's Nock, 
Or roaring Lion's Efforts to devour. 
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PSALM xciv. Verſe 19. 
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In the Mualtitude of my Theught: 
within me, thy Comforts, ( 
God, delight my Soul. 


-1Þ 


W- Hell and Earth in one combin'd, 
VV With Power and Terrors vex my Soul 


When Fears and Sorrows load my Mind, 


And anxious Cares my Peace control : 


II. 
When puzling Doubts invade my Breaſt, 
And I am cloath'd in Shades of Night. 
When Guile and Snares my Spirits waſte, 


Engroſs my Thoughts, and vent their Spite: 
III. When 


Lugubres 'Cautys.\. 8; 


II. 


when outward Fightings, in ward Pain, 
Dangers ariſe on ew'ry Side,. 


My Friends turn Foes, and 1 complain, j 7 
That none exiſts I can confide : : 


IV. 


When Melancholy fills my Heart, 
The beſt good Men from Earth * 
Death ſtabs me in my tender Part, 
And all my Pleaſures paſs away; 


Ye 
The Thoughts of Thee, my God, create 
A little Heav'n in midſt of Hell; 
They ſweeten Gall, and ſoften Fate, 
And all the Shades of Death diſpell. 


M 2 VI. Thy 
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VI. 
Thy Comforts ſhine thro? ſullen Clouds, 
They ſooth my Suff'rings cure my Woe, a! 
Bear up my Head above the Floods, 
And gild the Paths in which Igo. 


VII. 


Tempeſts and Storms at Thoughts of Thee, 
Are huſb'd in haſte the Billows ceaſe, 

My Hope revives, and nought I ſee 
But Scenes of Joy and Days of Peace. 


Tit 


— — 8 — ; 
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A SoLILoQUY. 


I. 


4 a my Muſe, yon charming 
Creature, 


The tuneful Lark, inſpir d by Nature; 
How in the lowly filent Fields 
Her little Neſt, 
So finely dreſt, 
And not in lofty Boughs ſhe builds. 
Yer when the Mora appears ſerene 
She leaves her humble Seat, 
Soars up the Regions of the Air unſeen, 
Aad charms Mankind with Muſick ſoft and 


ſweet. She 
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She ſhows *rwas not for Pow'r and Voice 
She dwelt below, and made ſo mean a Choice. 


II. 
Tux heav'nly Bird, thy fellow Bard, 
As thy Example, Muſe, regard; 
Content thy ſelf upon the bumble Ground, 
And never grudge their Happineſs 
That lodge in Towns and Palaces, 
Which gaily glare around. 
In humble Huts and rural Bow'rs, 
Amongſt the honeſt Swains, 
Conſume thy pleaſurable Hours, 
Devoid of Care and Pains. 
Let never proud Ambition cheat thy Mind, 


Nor court the Things which Nature ne er 
deſign'd: 


But 


Lagubres Cantiis. By 
But tho? thou thus contented lye, 
On juſt Occaſions ſometimes fly, 

And ſhow you can be Great. 


| 8 1 4 
III. | 
Axpo thou, my Soul, with Little bleſt, 
Secure and in a cloſe Retreat, 
By Wit and Virtue render'd ſweet, 
Enjoy a pleaſing Reſt. 
In Solitude retir'd from Noiſe, 
As on a Bay, behold below, 
And pity thoſe who graſp at Joys, 
Or pleaſe themſelves with ſhining Toys 
That ſoon to Ruin go. 
Employ thy ſelf on a ſublimer Theme, 
And, in thy lov'd Obſcurity, 
Ne'er graſp at Honour, Glory, and a Fame 


Nor court the World to keep alive your Name. 
| But 


88 
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But fit thy ſelf to ff 
And, like the Lark; from thine obſcure Abode, 
When Death ſhall eaſe you of your mortal Load, 
Tranſcend the chryſtal Sky, 
And there enjoy at once thy Brother and thy 
God. | 


hr rh 8 pros 
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The — of LIFE 
In Blank Verſe. 


3 Woes of Life my Muſe, in pro- 
per Strains, 


Attempts to ſing; but who can fully ſhew 


Their various Kinds, and reckon up the Sum? 
Since the firſt Man an eaſy Conqueſt fell, 
By Diſobedience, to malicious Pow'rs, 


None is exempt in any Stage of Life 
| ra From 
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From various Troubles and afflicting Woes. 
Embark d in Sorrows from the Infant Birth, 
Poor we roul on, and ſtem the rapid Floods, 
Till Lethe's Gulph, ah deadful Gulph to ſome! 
Or cures for ever, or enhanſes Pain. 

The Mind, unite to mortal Fleſh, deplores 
The fatal Miſeries deſtin'd to be born, 

But ſuffers on without the leaſt Redreſs, 

As wretched Slaves in Gallies toil inceſſant. 
If ſhort Reſpite the Series of Grief 

For a few Minutes interrupts, again © 
The Pangs of Sorrow, with the greater Force, 
Return, and crown the Miſeries of Life. 
One Woe, when paſt, is by another urg'd, 
And follows cloſe whereer we take our Flight. 
As Siſiphus with an eternal Toil 

The bulky Stone rolbd up theMountain'sBrow, 
While always downward to the mighty Center 


The Weight inclin'd, and ſtill renew*dhis Pain. 
N Goop 
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Goon Heav'ns! What IIls are Mortal 
doom'd to bear? 

Stone, Gout and Cholick, Fevers, Fire and 
Sword, 

And all th' inſeparable Train of Grief, 

In various Kinds attend our Steps for ever, 

Oppos'd by all the healing Hands in vain. 

A thouſand Racks in dire Viciſſitude 

Torment, but keep in fad Suſpence, the Life, 

Bruiſes and Bones disjointed; and the Limbs 

Broke thro* by Labour, or unlucky Chance, 

The Sinews ſtrain'd, and ulcerous Sores op- 
preſs, | 

And gall the Body, while the wretched Mind 

In Sympathy endures corroding Woe. 

Misfortunes on Misfortunes, like the Waves, 

Swell o'er our Heads, and daſh us down in 


Sorrow. | 
| | They 
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They hang, like Winter, on our youthful Hope, 
And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of our Age; 
While hoary Hairs, a Burden by themſelves, 
Are join'd with all that can impair theVigour, 
And end the Days of momentary Life. 

Oft Wounds from foreign Violence we feel, 
And fall in Snares by helliſh Art contriv'd. 


Now Foes atta privily diſguiſe 
Their ſecret Mice till a fitter Time; 


And then with Intereſt on our Names, or 


Perſons, 
The fad Arrears of their ſuſpended Rage 
Are paid, while we in vain implore for Mercy. 
Now Friends turn faithleſs, and betray our 
Cauſe, - 17 21007 
Which aggravates our cutting Pains within: 
Then poiſon'd Arrows of malicious Tongues, 
And fly Inſinuations to our Hurt, 


Improve our Errors, and our Virtues wrong. 
N'2 Our 
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Our Goods are ruffled, and our Fame deſpoil d, 
By ſad Oppreſſors, and miſguided Zeal; 
Or Property by arbitrary PoWw- ers 
Is rob'd, while we in vain for a Redreſs, 
With carneſt Cries, and mournful Moan, im- 

plore. : 5 
Troops of Misfortunes, in a ſmart Career, 
Or by ſlow Pace, protract the narrow Span, 
While to the Grave we for Deliv'rance cry, 


But cry in vain to the relentleſs Fates. 


Myriads of Ills aſſault us from without, 
CompleteourMiſery,and o'erturn theParience; 
Yet native Woes that lodge within our Brea 
Are of all Pains moſt dangerous and fore. 
We noxious Inſects in our Bowels feed, 
And our own Tyrants too much entertain, 
TheSpleen with ſullen Vapors binds the Spirits, 
Obſcures the Brain, and cauſes Woe ſincere, 


Howe'er Fantaſtick be the fatal Cauſe. * 
gh 
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High Paſſions bluſter in the Mind, like Winds; 
Miſtruſt, Suſpicion, Diſcord, Anger, Hate, 
Miſ-tune the Soul with Fury turbulent. 

The Will is ſtubborn, the Affections carnal, 
The Underſtanding clouded, and ſubdued 
By ruling Appetite of Senſe, which'now 1 


Uſurps o'er ſoy*reign Reaſon, and commands 
The whole of us with uncontrolled Sway. 


Sometimes we headfbng, by our Paſſions led, 

In thouſand Snares and fad Diſaſters fall 

Sometimes they ſtruggle in our Breaſts, and 
kindle FF. 


\ &F\ # 
L : 


Avery Wydfire, and create a Broil 
Or Civil Var, haraſſing all the Soul. 


Thus tortur'd we from Place to Place repair; 


From Side to Side in vain for Reſt we turn: 
Of Night impatient we demand the Day:; 
The Day once come, we long for dusky Night: 


All things in order happen, but Relief 
From 
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From dur Diſtraction and tormenting Woes; 
The Heav'n and * reſound with Cries and 
Murmurs | 
Of ev'ry Age, and . _ Sex. 
From firſt to laſt our Life's a wretched Scene 
Of various Sorrow and n Pain. 


i WA 
The Panting Soul. 


I. 
HEN, O my God, my Soul Sn 


7 7 
W The Wonders of thy Grace, 
And glimpſes the celeſtial Rays 
Of thy refulgent Face, 

Tranſported to an Ectaſy 

Of Gratitude and Love, 
I ſpurn the Bliſs beneath the Sky, 

And pant for Joys above. 


II. TRE 
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II. 
TE World and its Delights are vain, 
Ev'n Riches ſudden ff 


Our Pleaſures are allay d with Pain, 
And in th* Enjoyment dye. | 
| The only ſolid Peace below 
Is ſpiritual and reknd 5 1 
In heav'nly Channels all doth flow, 
That fatisfies the Mind. 
III. 
le Faith at diſtant Vie ws can raiſe 
The Soul a rapt'rous Height; 
From Piſeab's Top to Canaan gaze, 
With Wonder and Delight : 
What Glories do the Saints explore, 
On the Empyreal Plains, 
Where Angels round the Throne adore, 
And try celeſtial Strains? 


IV. Wenz 
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IV. 
WERx thou, my Soul, amidſt the n L 
Of Spirits bleſt above, 
How would'ſt thou raiſe thy Heav W. Song, 
Inſpir'd by purer: Love; 
When fix'd in the Eternal View 
Of thy Redeemer's Rays, 
Which then, unveil d, to thee ſhall ſhew 
His Smiles without allays ? | | 
V. 
Cour op I behold his radiant Face, 
And ſee his Heav'nly Court, 
Id welcome Death with fond Embrace, 
And wiſh my Life was ſhort: 
Beneath the Load of Fleſh I'd groan, 
And bleſs the friendly Hand, 
That knocks my Tabernacle down, 
And haftes me to the Land. 
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VI. On 


1 1% eh bin ent ads I 
On how I pant to ſee the Dawn 
Of that expected Day! 41 1 
Ah, Time, thy Chariot's Wheels are wien 
Too ſlowly ! Fly away 
My Soul aſpires to purer Food... - 
Than it can ſhare: below ; | 
I graſp at an immortal God. 
Where Joys unmixed flow. 
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Vcaſioned by his T ranſlating the ſelet 
Elegies of Catullus, Tibullus, __ 


\ \ THILE others with unwearied Toil 
provide 


T indulge our Avarice,and inflame our Pride, 
0 With 
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With all the ſplendid LAbours of the Eaſt, 
And ſparkling Juice delicious to the Taſte; 
With wiſer Thoughts inſpired, you explore 
Neglected foreign Learning oer and oer, 
And what is uſeful and refin'd of ie, 
To ſerve your County proſperouſly tranſmit. 
A pleaſing Work, tho not devoid of Pain, 
To raife the Spirit of the Dead again; 
And make the Labouis of your generous Muſe 
At once exalt your Fame, and be of publick 
Uk! | 

0 ux Britiſh Bards have often try'd to ſave 
Your darling Authors from the pow'rful Grave; 
Yet all Attempts have fail'd of wiſh'd Succels, 
Till you reviv'd them in an Exgliſb Dreſs. 
Their Beauties ſuffer'd when aſpiring Pens, 
With little Art and real Excellence, 


Pre- 
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preſum'd to bring them over to our Ille; 

To ſhew us Wit, and yet our Hopes beguile. 

You all thefe former Injuries atone, © 

And give them Charms and Spirit brighter 
than their own. | 


Wno but a Youth with glowing Warmth 
poſſeſs'd, 

Could have ſo well Catullus Senſe expreſs'd? 
Experience 1 is a . to tell, 
What he compos d, and you tranſlare fo well, 
It from his Urn Tiballus could ariſe. 
He'd look at once with Pleaſure and Surprize; 
And frankly own you caſt a Light on all 
The — Beauties of the W 


On how Pm charm'd to ſee a noble Mind, 
Dauntleſs in War, in time of Peace refin'd ! 


Al like a Lion then, and now like Virgins kind. 
O2 Go 


Lugubres Cantus. 


Go on, brave Major, may your Life be long,” 


TOO 


That we may ſhare the Bleſſings of your Song 
By Sword and Pen in proper Seaſons. ſhow, 

Both Kinds of Laurel ſhould adorn yourBrow; 
While I your Northern Friend, in humble Verſe, 
A Brother's Fate, and my own Pains rehearſe 


| Tabster eaten, 
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of MUSICK. 


Toa Young Lapy. 
42 5 


Wwe I am ſunk in mournful Cares, 
Thy Muſic, Celia, has the Pow'r 


To exalt me in enliv'ning Airs 


And all my Melancholy cure. 
| II. Vous 
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di el Rel di o>d wal 

Joux Notes upon the Trembling String, 
My Griefs to perfect Joy can charm : 

Vour Voice, whene'er you deign to ſing, 
Can Fates ſevereſt Rage diſarm. 


III. 
Bu r ſoon as I your Preſence leave, : 
And hear no more the quick'ning Sounds, 


My former Pains J ſoon conceive 


| 


Return'd with aggravating Wounds. 


IV. 


Taus when ſweet Orpheas touched the Lyre, 
A Heav'n was form'd in midſt of Hel; 


Tormented Ghoſts in haſte reſpire, | 
And Furies pleas'd their Manſion well. 


v. Bur 


102 Liugubret Cuntus. 
V. 
Bur when the Maſter left the Coaſt, 
The Flaſh of Joy expir'd again: 
The ſhort- lid Heav'n was quickly loft 
In endlefs Night and dreadful Pain. 
1 
0 


JENVEIOENIENIIACITEAST 
To FORTUNE... 


_— Fortane, play thy Game; 
Afault my Mind, my State and Fame, 


ll 


C 


Or ſtrive to raiſe my Circumſtances high: 

In ſpite of thee I'll reſt ſecure, 

Deſpiſe thy Bounty, ſcorn thy Pow'r, = 

While wrap'd in Virtue unconcern'd I lie. 
Adi og nl 2. 

Ir Thou ſhalt ſeek my humble Seat, 


And ſhed thy Treaſure at my Feet, 
1 With 


Lugulrer Cantnfi 103 


with Caution Pll embrace thy Favours now; 
vet never truſt thy fickle Hand. 


Or reckon I unmoved ftand, ' ,. 
Upon a Throne that's rear d by fach as you 
75210 na mH ei ii, 1's nad W 


15 humorous} Thou take àẽ ray 
The Gifts beſtow*d the fbrmer Day, 
I can with eaſe thy glitt'ring Toys reſign. 
Why ſbould I feel an igward/Baip,i- 
1a. 1 * Wm _ 
Virtue's ſufficient Store, and that's not thine, 
3 
Tou haſt of late my Virtue prov'd, 
By taking from me what I lovd; 
A Friend and Brother, dearer far than Life. 
Perhaps at ſuch a Stroke thou ſmil'd, 
And joy'd to ſee my Virtues yield 3 
But now I'll ſhew thee a more generous Strife, 


V. ALTHoO? 
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ALTHO' thy Darts without be thrown, 
And hurt me too, PII gain Renown -/ 

By ruling well the Paſſions of my Soul: 


W Whenall within is calm and clear, 
In vain thou tries to be ſevere. 
Philofophy 's a Guard you can't controul. [ 


? 


EF . — 9 . 
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PO EMS 


On ſeveral GRAvR and IMPORTANT 


SUBJECTS, 


Chiefly occaſion d by the 


Drarn of the late Ingenious LIourn 


JOHN MITCHELL 


Who dy'd Fanuary 5, 1719. 
In the XIXth Year of his Age. 


P'ant 1 


|| By His FRIEND. 

| 3 . - Ba 
Daphnin ad Aſtra ſeremus, amavit nus quoq; Daphnis. 
Virg. Eclog. 5. 
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CEO 
To the — AvuTHoR 
of the Second Part of the 


Collection of Po k Ms enti- 
tled, Lugubres Cantus, 


ſYHOEBUS at length hath reacſhõd the fro- 
P zen North 

Edina's Bayds diſplay their native Worth ; 

In ſpite of Fate, their Country's Fame to raiſe, 
And keep alive their well-deſerved Praiſe : 

With Emulation fird „they now begin 

To ſpread abroad the Labours of their Brain. 
With Pleaſure we obſerve, and A. hail, 

The ſacred Flames which o'er the Cold prevail. 


0h happy Nation where the generous Touth, 


More than their Sires, deſpiſe ignoble Sloth, 
P 2 Betimes 


Betimes exert the Talents they poſſeſs, 
And glorious ſhine in midſt of their Diſtreſs! 
Thee, ſprightly Boy, whoſe Verſes ſhow thy Mind 
Divinely Great, as well as wondrous Kind, 
With Teal officiows I congratulate, 
And confident foretell thy fature happy State. 


Tho” Fame or Cenſure on your Work depend, 
And not th Encomium of your raviſhd Friends 
This humble Tribute of unfeig 1d Reſpect, : 
From one that values all your Lays, accept. 


A Muſe unknown, impartial, and ſincere, 


Can ner be judg d a famning Flatterer. 


Go on to teach your C ountrymen, I pray, 
To throw their baſtard Modeſty away ; 
Diſplay the Beams of a ſuperior Wit, 
And by deprees awake their Will to write. 


A Reformation is begun of late, 
Tour Verſe. will help it to 4 perfect State. 
The Tree may grow in an anffuitfl Soil, 
But ſeldom bears without the Skilful Gard ner s Toil. 


R. P. 
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To JohN CaLENDERR, Eſq; 


In Imitation of Horace, Ode IX. Book II. 


D 


Neer everlaſting prove. 
The ruffling Winds may 'beat the Woods, 
And Chains of Ice confine the Floods, 


But ſoon their Pow'r remove. 


V 4 2 
Eſcending Show'rs of Hail and Snow, 
And frequent Rains on Farth below, 


II. The 


. Fields o of Ratho o chat of late 


Bemoatꝰd your Friends untimely Fate, 
Their native Pride regain. 


The Leaves return to naked Trees, 
The Groves are bleſt with Zephyr's Breeze, 
And glad is eviry Swain, 
7 III. 
The Sun and Moon alternate rule, 
The Spring doth Winter's Rage controll, 
And Changes grace the Year : 


But you inceſſant weep and mourn 
For Mitchell, laid in his dark Urn; 
With Kindneſs too ſevere. 
IV. 
You know no Meaſure and no End 
Of Grief for your departed Friend; 


Altho*-you can't relieve, 


By earneſt Pray'rs, and loudeſt Cries, 
Deſponding Groans, and painful Sighs, 
The Youngſter from the Grave. 
1 had a Garth, as Boyd his Rowe, 
We loved and lament them too, 
Yet yield to Fate's Decree. 
Had not your Lauderdale a Son? 
Did he unchang'd his Loſs bemoan 
And hold with Heav'n a Plea? © ©: 
Thy ſoft Complaints at laſt forbear, - 
Let Joys ſucceed, and. Smiles appear, 
And GEORGE his Praiſe proclaim 
Sing Eugene, Marlbro, and Arg yle, 
Love, Liberty, and Peace, with Skill, 
And ſpread your growing Fame. 


C. Cuningham, = 
To 
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To oy Friend Mr. Calender, 
On this: p O EMS 


Occaſion d by the Death = the lat 
ingenious Youth John Mitchel, 
HILE 50 ' Tears leds puer 


8 8 MitchelPs Hearſe, 


And to his Name rear Monuments of Verſe 

Immortal, as the Love and Friendſbip kind, 

Which both your Souls in ſacred Union join CY 

Forgive my fond Ambition ; nor refufe 

The humble Tribute of a grateful Muſe. + 

A Muſe, whoſe Laboars ſcarce deſerve to ſhine, 

Unleſs approv d by thee, and join'd to Works of 
thine, 


1 
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I cannot hope by Verſe of mine to raiſe 
Tour Character, and recommend Jour Lays 3 

Tet Zgal and Love inſpire my Maſe to tell 

What ſtrange Emotions in my Soul I feel; _ 
How Sympathy affetts mine inward Pow'rs, 

When I peraſe theſe mournful Songs of 1your?. . 
Whatever Scene you open to my View, 

Tour ancient Pleaſures, or Jour Sorrows now, 

I'm captivd quite by the prevailing Song, 

So charming þ e, and yet ſo mighty ſtrong. 
While briny Tears glide from my melting Eyes, 
Each Verſe of yours affords them new Supplies; 
And ſuch Enchantments riſe in ev'ry Line, 


I'm forc'd to own the Labour all div ine. 


What"s Grief to you, yields true Delight to me, 
And thro your Clouds an Heav'n of Toys I ſee. ' 


Q 1 
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1 Go on, my Friend ; n, fear the Critics Rage, 
Or narrom Souls, ſo numerous in our Age. 
| Let Old Men ſnarl at what the Joungſter's write, 
| And duller Touths their Lips with Envy bite : 
There is no Danger while your Merits claim, 
And the Athenians vouch your Right to Fame. 
Fer long to Great Auguſta *twill be known, 
That our Scotch Bards deſerve as well s her own, 


Robert Duncan, 
| 2 


Lagalre 


Lugubres Cantus. 
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For my Dear FRIEND, 


JOHN MITCHELL. 
HO knew the Youth interred here, 


| And can refuſe to ſhed a Tear ? 


duch was his Worth, our Loſs is ſuch, 


We cannot Love, nor grieve too much : 
Admir'd by all, as unenvy'd, 


He liv'd, and ſore lamented dy'd. 


Q 2 Tho 
its 


116 CLugubres Cantus. 
| Tho? few his Years, his. generous Soul, 
Before he reach'd the fatal Goal, 
Mature for Heav'n, its native Clime, 
Spurn'd at old Age, and left ſlow Time. 
Ye Virtues, Loves, and Graces weep, | 
And round his Urn your Vigils keep; 
When will ye fuch a Vot'ry find ? 
Or we fo good and true a Friend ?- - 


ET: - 


A PasToraL EcLoGus, 


Sacred to the Memory of my deat 
Friend Joun MITCHELL. 


Slvander. 


N 0 more, Adonis, tune thy heavy 'aly 
Voice, 


And oaten Reed, to ſing of rural * 


\ 


Let 
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Let Sorrows now become thine only Muſe, 


N or to lament the common Loſs refuſe, 


For young Menalcas, to our ſad Regret, | 
Is ſnatch'd from us by an untimely Fate. 


Adonis. 


Menalcas dead! oh woful Day to me, 
And woful I, who live that Day to ſee 
Let ne er the Sun on ſuch a Day appear, 
But mourn in Sables each returning Year ; 
All Joys to upper Regions be confin d, 
And all below turn gloomy, as my Mind. 


Syluanaer. 
BHO p theſe Fields oerſpread with chil- 
ling Snow, — 
They ſeem to ſhare of our afff icting Woe. 


No more the Fountains ſweetly murmur by, 


But ſtand aſtoniſh'd in kind Sympathy. 
The 
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The pleaſing Groves are trembling all with 
Froſt, 

And ev'ry Tree laments its Honour loſt, 

All Nature ſeems to know our mournful Theme, 

And ſuffer deeply in the dire extreme. 


Adonis. 
Wukx Nature's Pride is ravifh'd and 
undone, 
Her Children all in various Ways bemoan: 
Thick ſurly Clouds obſcure the chearful Day, 
And living Charms with Sympathy Decay. 
So all our Streams, Fields, Groves, and Trees 
deplore 


Their darling Swain Menalcas now no mare. 


Sylvander. 


T 15 juſt, Adonis, that the Scenes he lov'd 


Shquld ſuffer, when their Ornament's romory 
| Q 
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No joyous Pipe ſhould now be heard again, M1 
Nor bleating Flocks upon the pleaſant Plain. 
No more the Cattle grace the fertile Field, © 
Nor warbling Birds promiſcuous Muſick yield. 
No Harmony ſhould pleaſe the Shepherd's Far, 
Nor Gladneſs more on any Face appear. 


Adonis. 

Wert r he was preſentev*ry thing look d , 
And all our Minutes gently ſtole away. 
But now, alas! ſince he's remov'd and gone, 
From Ratho all our Merriment is flown : 
Nor ſhall our Cladneſs and our Joys return, 
While we remember his untimely Urn. 
dad dewy Sorrow ev'ry Morn ſhall ſhed, 
And Ev'ning Tears upon the Graſs be ſpread 
The Streams in Ice ſtand full of weighty Woe, 


Or, when they roll, with watry Sorrows flow. 


Let 


120 TLuagubres Cantus: 
Let Flocks forget to ſeek the verdant Food, 
And thirſty Cattle the refreſhing Flood : 
The feath'ry Tribe ſtand ſilent in the Pg 
Or raiſe their Voices like ſad widow*d Doyes. 
No more may Echo any Notes repeat, 
But meurnful Ones of young Menalcas Fate, 


Sylwvanaer. 


 Unnaeey Parents! ye have loſt a Son, 
And with him all your Pleaſure here is gone. 


O! what Diſtreſs o'erwhelms your Spirits now, 
When ye Menalcas' breathleſs Body view; 
Or caſt your Eyes upon his early Grave, 
And mind how dear he was and ſweetly brave: 
My mournful Mind can ne'er expreſs its Grici; 
1 know no Joy, and ſeek for no Relief. 

For him my Tears ſhall never ceaſe to flow, 
Nor ſhall my Life th? Allay of Pleaſure know: 


Adonis. 


® * 
1 
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Ho wet we'pleas'd, to ſee the blooming 


Excel in Knowledge, Honeſty, and Truth! 

His neighbour Shepherds ſoon obſerv*d him riſe, 

And much efteern'd the well-deſerving Prize. 

But theſe with him in ſacred Friendſhip join'd, 

Beſt knew the Charms that in his Conduct 
ſhin'd. 

As painted Flow'rs the verdant Meads adorn, 

8o he to his an Ornament was born: 

Yet, like the Morning Dew, ſince he is dead, 

Their Pleaſures, and the Hopes of all, are fled. 
SHlvander. 

Au welka day! How ſoon are we depriv d 
Ol Joys on Earth? How ſudden and ſhort-liv'd 


R Are 
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Are all the Charms we doat upon below? 
And, when they're ſeiz d, how real is our Woe? 
When teeming Nature brings a Blefling forth, 
A Swain diſtinguiſh'd for his real Worth, 
He 's only ſent to yield a ſhort Delight, 
And then to pain us by a ſpeedy Flight. 
Sweet is the Roſe, but ſudden its Decay; 
And Clouds oft damp the promis'd chearfil 
: Da y. 3 | | 


Adonis. 
Wos E bright Example now ſhall teach 
the Youth £134: 

To praQtiſe Virtue, and diſcourage Sloth ? 
Who ſhall, like him, avoid the Ills of Strike, 
And give a Pattern of unenvy'd Life: 
No more the fine Embelliſhments of Art, 
Beſides theſe Gifts which Nature did impatt, 


Shall 
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Shall neighbour Shepherds with Amazement 
fill, | 

And raiſe a Fondneſs of mechanick Skill. 


Now may the Deer and tim'rous Hare enjoy 


Their Dens ſecure, ſince none isto annoy. / 
The flying Fowls of ev'ry Kind may reſt 
Where'er they pleaſey nor fear to be oppreſt. 
Now may the Fiſhes ſcorn the fatal Bait, 
Leap at the Fly, nor fear a latent Cheat : 

For none with him in manly Toils compar'd, 


Nor of ſuch Succeſs in Diverſions ſhar'd. 


Hlvander, 


On where ſhall I ſecure another Friend, 
In Cenſuring ſlow, but eager to Commend ? 
A Swain like him, to whom I may impart, 


With Safety, all the Secrets of my Heart? 


R 2 = 
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; Adonis , 


I was Mepalcss* Friend, as well as you; 


And, if you pleaſe, Lam Sylwander”s too, 


3 Sylvander . 
Adonis ſhall Menalcas, Room ſupply. 


Adonis. 


! 


Menalcas could not love thee more than I, 


Slvander. 


VE while I live, the Image of the Swain, 


Whoſe Fate we mourn, ſhall in my Mind rc: 


main; 


And gratefully I'll mingle ev'ry Lear 


His ſacred Aſhes.with a pious Tear. 


Adoni 
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Adonis. | 9 


Bur let us not with too exceſſive Moan - 


Deplore our Frs, the dear Menalcas gone. 
He lives Above. Behold with wond'ring Eye 
How Clouds are ſcatter' d, and how * the 
Sky ! I WOXF MM 
Haſte to his Shrine, Sylvazder, and adore ; 
Strew all his Tomb with Boughs and Odours 
o'er. 
He claims our Praiſe, and not our Pity, now ; 
And from Heay'ns Plains obſerves what&er 
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N OW I bel. eve it, Fleſh is Graſs, 
And all Below is vain: 


The Joys we doat on quickly paſs, 


And leave moſt cutting Pain. 
8 Mitchell the Good, the Generous, and the Kind; 
- Mitchell, the Young, yet well-experienc'd 
Friend 5 | 


My. beſt Companion, and my dear Delight, 

Is roll'd in Shades of everlaſting Night, 
His Soul and Body did nor part 
With more Reluctance, than my Heart 
Ts tortur'd with the Thought that he, 

By unrelenting Fate, ſo ſoon is ſnatchꝰd from me. 


U. Ou 
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O u, how Pm pain'd, when I ſurrey 

My Pleaſures that are paſs'd away! 

The Minutes in his Converſation ſpent, 
Roll'd, to my Wiſhes, gently on; 


And each afforded true Content, 
All which with him is gone. 
Tis hardly now worth while to live, 
So great's the cruel Weight 
Of this intolerable Fate, 
Which ſudden did deprive 
My Friend of Life, and left me half undone. 


III. A bn 
MrsrERkious Friendſhip! who can tell 
The Joys thou giv'ſt, the Pains we feel, 
When of thy Comforts ſpoil d? 
Thy Being yields a preſent Bliſs, 
Bur by thy Flight our Hopes are foil'd. 


The 


128 LEngubres Cantus: 
The more refin'd and pleaſing Friendſhip was, 
- The deeper is the dire Abyſs 
Of Sorrows and of Miſeries, 
Which at a Breach in humane Minds takes 
place. | 
e: lit IV. 
T wAsõ not his Fleſh I call d my Friend, 
But his entlearing noble Mind! 
The groſſer Part laid in the Urn, 
Iss ĩ not the Loſs I mourn. 
Altho? deſerv'dly I eſteem the Clay, 
(And therefore may it calmly ſleep!) 
' - That was ſo well diſpos'd to keep 
His better Part remov'd to purer Day. 
The Want of that dear Happineſs 
Of mingling Souls; is all the Theme 


My mournful Muſe doth claim, 


Since Sorrows all my widow'd Soul poſſebs. 
| V. Lirs 
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V. 

Lirk and this Earth grow tedious now; 

If once my Griefs turn tedious too, 

Pm ruin'd and undone. 

With him my Pleaſures here are flown; 
For as T lov'd him with a mutual Flame, 
The tender Youth expreſs'd a true Eſteem, 
And ſcarce his Brethren more prefet'd than 

me; | 
Who alſo in my Love to them agree. 
For never yet were Minds inſpit'd, 
That had a greater Share 
Of Love and Generoſity, 
With purer Zeal for Learning fir'd, 
More honeſt and ſincere. 


8 VI. Ah! 


130 Lugulres Cantus. 


VL 
An! how are, all that knew the Youth, 
As well as we, diftreſsd! _ 
All term'd the Parents bleſs d, 
Who had a Son for Vertue, Love and Truth, 
Diſtinguiſh'd from the Crowd. | 
They prais d the Son for his uncomnion Mind 
- | Adarn'd with ev'ry Gd. 
And as a Pattern for his Peers deſign'd, 
The Pip and he Coen bran 
Of him that hated Striſe; 
That ſcorg?d to flatter, truckle and deceive, 
Nor with indulged Vice diſgrac'd his precious 
Lie. 


1 
'T'was pot becauſe he far excell'd 


dere the Pleatigegipur ropa Feamk 
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Or that he was much better Skilbd 

In Labour and mechanick Arts, 
(Tho? theſe deſervꝰd a due Eſteem) 
That I admir'd and loved him: 

But ſuch Allurements in his Temper were, 
His Words ſo moving and ſincere; 

His Conduct ſo exact in ew ry State, 

(As if ſome Influence joynꝰd our Birth) 

I could not ceaſe to wonder at, 


And love him more than any Friend on Eartli, 


419991 VII. 
Coup Ratho Fields, and ſilver Rills, 
The aged Groves, and rev'rend Hills, 
Which frem the firſt Nativity of Time 
Have ſtood, declare how Irejoyc'd with him; 
Theyꝰd tell how'oft unweary*d I haue ſpent, 
With real Pleaſure and a true Cotitent; 


82 = 
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My paſſing Hours in Company 
With him; while e'en the Stars above 
(Amongſt whoſe Number he's now PO 
high) yl 
Look*d down ne wonder d at our Love, 
Which perſever'd without Allay: 
For nothing could ſuppreſs the Fire 
Which Heav'n did generouſly inſpire, 
To he as bright as the: 


IX. 


Y x beauteous Fields, where we have often 
walk'd, 
Ve Trees, beneath whoſe CIO" d, 
Ye venerable Mountains cloath'd in Green, 
Where we haye often ſweetly: been, 
Henceforth decay, and wither as the Gras, 
Which on the Brow. of bleak Gilbogh was, 


Eer 
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Fer on it Fonathas was ſlain, 


The Loung, the Generous, and the Kind, 
The Son of Saul, and David's Friend, 


Whoſe noble Blood did all around diſtain. 


No more, ye Birds, with gladſom Nates, 
Diſtend your narrow Thraats, 

The Youth, whoſe Muſick taught you Art, 

And who admir'd your heav*aly Voice, 

Is ſtab'd by Fates reſiſtlefſs Dart, 


And finiſh'd all your Joss. 
Ye Streams, that ny by, 
Glide now in fad Solemnity'; © | 


Ye whiſtling Breezes now no more 

Be wanton as before;-' 
But henceforth mute remain, 
As touch'd with Sympathy and Pain: 
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Be mute as is Gur Mirchelfds Urn, 1 
For tis but juſt chat ye fo tru a Lover u mourn 
mD Jean Bis 2, 0 to | 


ning nn It bool aldo! 


wur ur Life is mine, my tender Mind 
Shall keep the Image of my Friend: 
FI neer-dalighitvincany! Verſe 
But what: 4dorns" his Hearſe. 
No Bay or:blooming Lawrel' now, 
But Cypreſs, ſhall adorn my Brow. 
Shew me, ye Swains, ſome melanchioly Cave, 
Or ſome poor Hermit's 8 ? 
Where may lonely dwell, 
And ſpend my Sorrows in a living Grave: 
The World yields now no real Good; 
The Things which Mortals value are become 
To me at beſt-deluſiye: Food 
And 'Fiftions as Eh. bei 107 


28 XII. But 


lune m 


35 


Mil: bio RE ot 9H 
Bu r ons Cl * Who, like a Blaze 
Of Light' ning, came to make us gaze; 
(For ſure as it thou ſhinedſt, and as ſoon 
As well diſplay'd, thou was extinct and 


gone) 
Now tree'd from the Hypocriſy an Rage 
Of this degenerated Age, 
Amidſt a ſacred Quire 
Of happy Spirits with conſummate Joys 
Sits high enthron'd, and tunes 1 heaval 
Voice 4 
To Songs which the Eternal doth inſpire. 
There ever live, and reſt ſecure 
From all the Pangs your Friends endure.” 
And, if the Bleſſed truly kn, 


What living Mortals do below, 


You 
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You cannot ſure, be ign'rant of the Grief 
We ſuffer, void of all Relief; 


Or, now in thy triumphant State, 
Our Toil of Eife, and ancient Love forget. 


75 SLEEP. 
OME, gentle Sleep, and cloſe mine Eyes, 
Exhauſted much by flowing Tears; 
Relieve my Spirits ſpent with Sighs, 
The outward Signs of inward. Cares. 
ee | 
WHEN Toil and Labour tire Mankind, 
Their Body thou recruits again. 
When Sorrows load their wretched Mind, 


.Th balmy Wings beguile their Pain. 
| * * 85 beg III. Tou 
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III. 


Tuou art the Death of each Day's Life, 
The beſt kind Nurſe that Nature has; 

When nothing elſe can finiſh Strife, 
Thy downy Arms create a Peace. | 


IV. 
Crarm'p with thy golden Rod, I'll cloſe 
Mine Eyes, while buzzing Night endures; 
And ſweetly dream away my Woes, 
While thou command'ſt my captiv d Pow* rs, 


V. 


Lr filken Cords my Senſes tie, 
But fetter not too faſt my Mind: 


* 


Let mimick Fancy wake, that 1 
May ſhape the Image of my Friend. 


T VI. I 
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VI. 
I canxorT really talk with him, 
Since to the World of Minds he's fled ; 
Yet I may ſee him in a Dream, 
For Dreams can raiſe the paſſive Dead. 


FFG 


The CURIOSITY. 


N' more, Grave Mortals, bid me thus 
abſtain > 


From nat'ral Grief and Curiolity : 
Were you as much diſtreſsd you would com- 
plain; 


And, perhaps, have more fond Deſires than! 


A 
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A Friend by far more dear to me than Life, 
My better Part, is raviſh'd from my Sight. 
Does not the Loſs deſerve ſincereſt Grief ? 
May I not ſeek him from the Shades of 
Night ? 


By what juſt Laws, O cruel Fates, have ye 
(For ſure it does a mighty Hardſhip ſeem) 
Fix d ſuch a Gulph betwixt my Friend and me, 

By whi:h I'm hinder'd to converſe with 
him ? 
Youx Ways, I'own, myſterious are to ian 
Nor is it fit that he your Secrets know : 
Yet juſtify this Conduct if ye can, 


Why Freedom is not given to Spirits now ? - 


T x Tas 
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Tur Soul, indeed, to mortal Fleſh ally'd, 
May be confin'd within a narrow Bound: 
But why are theſe unbody'd thus deny*d 
To rove at large, and leap o'er ev'ry Mound, 


Ca x ſep'rate Souls be perfect in their Bliſs 

While they're reſtricted to a certain Place? 

The thing I always reckon'd Heav'n was this, 

To have wiſh'd Freedom in unbounded 
Space, 


Divixts, who nod upon a Pulpit Throne, 
Will fay that Death all Barrs ſhall quite 
remove : 


Then, what's now dark, ſhall be diſtinQly 


known, 


And we may freely talk with thoſe we love. 


Yous 
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Your humble Servant, Rev'rend Sirs, ſay I, 
Uſe ye that Freedom, when ye vin to 
Heav'n. | | 
If but the Pow'rs my Mind would fatisfy, - 
Pd rather Here have that Enjoyment giv'n. 


IT would refreſh and chear my Spirits Here; 


And make me all inferior Joys deſpiſe : 
Iwill be worth little in an equal Sphere, 
When I myſelf ſhall be as Great and Wiſe. 


To Trav'lers wand'ring in the pitchy Night, 
And ev'ry Moment like to loſe the Way, 

It yields no preſent Succour and Delight, 
To tell them, that To-Morrow *rwill be 


Day. 


bs 
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It &er I ſhall enjoy again my Friend, 
Grant it, ye Pow'rs, on this Side of the 
Grave : nn 
A higher Bliſs will raviſh all my Mind, 
... Ont'other Side, than that which here crave. 


On thou, my Kindred Saint, regard tlie Pray 
Which now I make with earneſt Cries to 
thee! | | 

4 Viſit ſometimes at leaſt us Maurners here, 
« It bleſſed Souls are from Confinement free. 
Dux narrow Minds will judge it criminal, 
« Againſt me dreadful Anathema's vent, 
And term me Papiſt, ſince. J fondly call 
« On thee, my Friend, and dear departed 


“ Saint. 


4 THG 
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Tko' honeft Poets can a Licence ſne w 
« For what they either pleaſe to ſay or write; 
« Yet Ill not need Defence to ſeek, if you 
« Diſpel my Clouds with _ of Heav'aly 
Light: | 


N 

bd & k + FA 

The DREAM. 
IR'D with the Nonſenſe of vain Life, 
Laborious Studies, Cares; and Striſe; 
But chiefly with the deadly Weight 
Of Sorrow for my MitchelPs Fate; 
To eaſe weak Nature fore oppreſt, 
On Bed I borrow'd Time for Reſt; 


When ſudden grateful] Slumbers brought 
The Object of my waking Thought. 


Not 
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Not pale and frightful did my Saint 7 
(As brain-ſick Men their Phantoms paint) 
Appear to me, but bright and glad, 
He ſhining ſmil'd, and ſweetly ſaid: 


« From Regions of eternal Day 

* Pm come (but ſhort muſt be my Stay,) 

To viſit thee, my curious Friend, 

In Sorrow too ſeverely kind. 

« I look'd from the Empyreal Plains, 

« And ſaw thy Tears, and knew thy Pains 

« Were all occaſion'd by my Flight 

« From you to more refin'd Delight; 

«© And therefore zealous for thy Sake, 

« I'm come to check thy fond Miſtake, 

© To ſhew I love your Company, 

6 And can leave Heav'n awhile for thee, 
„ Attend my Sayings then, nor fear, 


1 ach Tear; 
Diſpel thy Groans, and wipe es 2 N P 
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Diſcover that your Friendſhip's true, 4 
By Gladneſs, that from Ills with you 5 
m free d —and never liv'd till now. 
Tho' few my Years, and ſhort my Race, 
With Vanities I weary was. 
nothing found worth ſtaying here, 
Except my Priendſhips truly were. 
And even theſe, howe'er refin d., 
Could never ſatisfy my Mind. 

[ heard of bliſsful Realms Above, 
Where pute is Pleaſure, laſting Loves 
My Hopes of that celeſtial Reſt, 
Amidſt my Troubles, fill'd my Breaſt 
With Patierice, and Deſire of Death 

' To caſe me from a painful Breath, 


Tis true, the Tyrant preſſed ſore j 
But he was conquer'd, and no more 
| wreſtle with the Storms that blow 


In your tempeſtuous World below. 
U For 
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For ſoon as Death had loſt its Sting, 

« My Soul from Priſon took the Wing, 
And ſcar d above the vaulted Sky 

4 To Realms of Bliſs and Liberty. 

« No longer now lament me dead: 
„ Behold me living, and be glad 

« You have a Friend in that Abode, 

« With Saints, and Angels, and your God, 
« Purſue me faſt, and jointly ſhare ' 

« Conſummate Joys and Friendſhip There 
« Grieve not for me, but wiſely learn 


„Jo mind your proper, great Concern; 
“ So ſhall you, as your Days encreaſe, 
Advance in real Happineſs : 

« While all the Time you ſhall not want 
« Me for your tutelary Saint. 

« My faithful Spirit for your Aid 


shall often hover round your, Head; 


« Til 
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Till, weary of this World, you riſe 
With me to heav'nly Paradiſe. 


« FAREWEL, my Friend, But *ere we part 


charge you keep a loving Heart 

Jo theſe dear Souls that yet remain 

* Ally'd to me, and ſuffer Pain. 

comfort my aged Parents now, 

And tell them at Pye told to you. 
* Bid both my Brothers, and the Maid 
My Siſter, (who ſuch Honours pay "4 
To my poor Aſhes) follow on, 
And ſhare the Bliſs to which I'm gone. 
Religion is the direct Road 

That guides to Glory and to God.“ 


He ſpake—and with his heav'nly Friends, 
a Train of pure etherial Minds 


U 2 That 


148 Lugubres Cantus. 
That waited on his wondrous Flight, 


Return'd to native Realms of Light. 


A A 
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An EPIS TL E 


To my dear FIE ND 


Mr. Jos EFH MITSRHERILI 
Againft immoderate Sorrow. 


NOUGH, dear Partner of my To 

E have we, 

By Tears and Sighs expreſs'd our Sympathy. 

As to the Youth, whoſe early Fate we mourn, 

Our Love (while living) was intenſe and 
known, 

Whoever ſees our Verſes will confeſs 


Our Faith unto his Memory is no leſs. 4 
5 Then 
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Then why in vain do we his Death deplore, 
And load our Lives with Troubles vext * 
Shall we for ever of the Fates complain, 


And tie our Muſes to a mournful Strain? 
Could doleſul Groans and fun ral Numbers cure 
The cutting Pains that wounded Souls endure, 
Remove the Anguith of a troubled Mind, 
Createa Heav'n,and make proud Fortunekind; 
Then might we ſtill in Sorrows perſevere, 
And more than Pleaſure value anxious Care. 
But ſince inſtead of yielding ſure Relief, 

Our Mourning only aggravates our. Grief, 
As Waters, which Hydropick Men deſire, 
Serve them, as Fewel kindles up the Fire. 
Let us at laſt our weary Minds ſolace, 


Be brave, and wiſely ſhow a cheerful Face. 


BELIEVE it, Friend, I reckon ev'ry Grief 


Senſeleſs and ſtupid, but for Sins of Life. - 
Q 
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No Paſſion more below the humane Mind, 
VUawotthy Reaſon, and abſurd I find. 

*Tis neither Means to gain a certain Good, 
Nor to an End has any Likelihood. 

?Tis mourning for a thing that's paſt, which all 
The Pow'rs of Earth can never back recall. 
We cannot by our moſt ſincere Complaint, 


For better turn ſo much as one Event. 
While cloath d with Pow 'r and Wiſdom infinite 
A Being that created all doth ſit, 

And ſteers the Courſe of Providence below, 
Nothing falls out which can be alter'd now. 
Nor Mea nor Angels, with united Care, 


Events can order, better than they are. 
The World with as much Wiſdom is govern'd, 
As in its firſt Creation was concern'd : 

And did we ſee the Providential Chain, 


We wou'd not find a Fault, nor in the leaſt 


complain. 


ER E 
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Ex E long, my Friend, (for *tis decreed 
by Fate) : u bailv g A 
We too muſt paſs to an eternal State. 
Our Paſſage liesrhro? Death's dead Sea of night 
To the bleſt Haven of immortal Light. 
And ſure 'tis Polly, ſtanding on the Shore, 
To weep for thoſe that launcli'd away before. 
Should they be mourn'd who happily are free d 
From a foul Priſon, and a nauſeous Bed ? 
Would he be thankful to his Friends, whoſe 
Pray*r/ ee 
Brought him from wholſom into noxious Air? 
In mod'rate Bounds, before they overflow, 
Let us confine our ſwelling Sorrows now: + 
Our raging Paſſions gloriouſly control! 


Before, unmanag'd, they enſlave our Soul. 


IN 
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Ix ev'ry Turn, and Exigence of Life, 
A gen' rous Mind maintains a noble Strife 


For Glory, andl the like exalted Endj:: 


Each Conqueſt in ſome virt'ous Acts depends, 
In ev'ry State It can appear the ſame, 

And ev'n in Sufferings riſe to real Fame. 
Throꝰ thickeſt Clouds the radiant Sun diſplays 
His mighty Force, and ſpreadsenliv*ning Rays. 


Tuo' Sorrow now, like an impetuous Tide, 
Aſſaults our Virtue ſore on ev'ry Side, 
Let us with Courage and Submiſſion till 


Pay grateful Homage to th' Almighty's Will. 


True Bravery ſpurns Anxiety and Care, 
And tramples on the poor Afflictions here. 

It triumphs o'er the Thoughts of cruel Fate, 
And *midft Diſaſters can be fortunate. | 


*Tis 
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[is beſt of Wiſdom, to ſupport the Mind, 


Ind truſt that better Seaſons are behind; 

appear amidſt our Sufferings ſerene, 

vithout all cheerful, and compos'd within. 

y being Brave our Fortune we ſubdue, 

ud reſt unſhock'd when angry Tempeſts blow. 

rue Valour in a low dejected State 

Uiſes the Man, and makes him wonder'd at. 

hus the true Diamond retains its Light, 

Vile vulgar Stones are loſt in Shades of 
Night : MELT Hun 

arkneſs diſplays the Luſtre of the Gem, 


While nought but day can make us noticethem. 


On] that we could improve with pious care 
Ihe Providence that calls us to prepare 
2ppy that Fate that rouzes up Mankind, 


heir proper Int'reſt and Concern to mind 


X Phyſicians 
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Phyſicians wound with a Deſign to heal, 
And Patients ſooneſt mend who bear Afflidt. 


ons well. 
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Mr. ROBERT DUNCAN 


W. LE you in' bleſt Edina ſhare 

3 Whate'er on Earth is worth your Cary 
Enjoy with ſweet Experience 

All that regales the weary Senſe ; 

And poliſh well your noble Mind, 

With Books and Company refin'd ; 

In rural Scenes alone J rove, 


Oppreſo'd with melancholy Love: 


; 
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A Friend, whoſe Life made me prefer 
To your's a Country Dwelling here, 

Is gone to a more happy State, 

And left me ſtruggling with hard Fate. 


I do not (for it would be yain;) 
Of Providence or him complain; 
The one is Juſt, the other Right 
In making ſuch an early Flight: 
But tir'd I am with Toil and Strife, 
And all the Nonſenſe of this Life. 
I find no Happineſs ſincere, 
Or elſe it falls not to my Share; 
So long this beaten Tract I've trod, 
That now it ſeems a tedious Road. 
The Pleaſures of the World I know, 
And find them all allay'd with Woe. 
The coming Times can yield no more 


Than I have taſted here before: 
X 2 There's 
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There's nothing new, and nothing good; 
The beſt is but deluſive Food; 

The Groves and Fountains, once my Joy, 
By Cuſtom now begin to cloy 
The Paſtures that once pleas'd my Sight, 
Aﬀord no more than paſt Delight. 

My Heart with my young Mitchell 's flown 
To Worlds remote, unſeen, unknown; 
Nor would I long on Earth remain 

In fleeting Bliſs and ſinful Pain, 

Since Pleaſure worthy of my Love, 


May be enjoy'd with him Above. 


AD1eu, vain World; and hail, ye Woods, 
Ye filent Caves, and mournful Floods. 
Sweet Contemplation in my Breait 
Delight to take thy pleaſing Reſt ; 

With thee from lonely Wilds I'll riſe 


To Scenes above the upper Skies : 


Upon 
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Upon thy Wings Pl gladly ſoar, 
And all the Realms of Bliſs explore. 
My Soul to God-like Empire born, 
Shall look on Earth with gen'rous Scorn'; 
And join the heav'nly Choir Above, 
Inſpir'd with true ecſtatic- Love, 
Who proſtrate at the Eternal's Throne 
With Wonder lay their 'Enfigns down. 


How long, Great God, how long ſhall I 
Immur'd in this dark Priſon lie? 
When ſhall theſe hated Chains of Clay, 
And riſing Fogs, be thrown away? 
My Mind is tir'd with Longing here, 
And wants to breathe: a freeer Air. 
I pant to ſee that Excellence 
Which at this Diſtance ſtrikes my Senſe; 
To be ſecure from Storms that blow ' 


Ver this tempeſtuous World below; 
48 5 And 
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And with immortal Ecſtaſ 
Drink the unmixed Streams of Joy. 
Sax, O my Soul, what thou wilt do, 
Thy Foes that hold thee to ſubdue ? 
Haſt thou no Means: to uſe, no Art ? 
Can'ſt thcu do nothing on thy Part? 
My Reſolution I'll maintain, 
Since Solitude is real Gain. 
Retir'd from Clamour, Noiſe, and Strife, 
PIl keep my darling private Liſę; 
Employ my Care about my Mind, 
And ſeek th' Aſſiſtance of a Friend, 
A Friend Religious, Learn'd, and Wiſe, 
And ſuch a Friend my Duncas is. 
Would he approve a humble State, 
And chuſe with me a rural Sear, 
All other Bliſs below the Skies, 
Compar'd with that, I would deſpiſe. 


The 
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The Hills ſhould teach us to aſpire ; 


The Rocks exalt our ſtrong Delire ; 
The Vallies make us fruitful grow ; 
The Streams inſtruct our Thoughts to flow; 
Shepherds ſhould make our Hearts ſincere, 
And mind us of induſtrious Care 

The Sheep ſhould by their Patience preach ; 
The Cattle honeſt Labour teach ; : 
The Birds by ſweet melodious Lays 

Lead us to Gratitude and Praiſe ; - 

The Fowls of Heav'n afford us Senſe, 

And bid us truſt to Providence: | 
All that we ſee, and hear, ſhould ſhew, - © 
What to evite, and what purſue, 

Our Minds with various Matter fill, 

And raiſe our Thoughts with Wonder ſtill. 
Nature ſhould lead us to its Spring, 
And yield our Muſe a Theme to ſing. 
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7 DELLA 
Againſt 7 ee ping i. 
a 


LTH O', dear Delia, well I know, 
/ \ The Tears that trickle from your 


Eyes, 
Are all ſincere and nat'ral now, 
As kindly Show'rs deſcending from the Skies. 


IL. 


YET ſince they cannot ſoften Fate, 
And bring your Brother back again, 
They but enhanſe your wretched State, 


And in the Event will appear but vain. 
8 II Couro 
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UI. 
cou LD Tears retrieve a raviſh'd Good, 


Divert our Care, or bring a Bliſs, 
Your Streams ſhould mingle in my Flood, 
And SeaFof Sorrow ſhould not be amiſs, 


IV. 
Bur ſince *tis plain they have no Uſe. 
Io cure our Woe, or Wants redreſs. 


why ſhould my Delis Trifles 5 
Toſhew her Love, and tell her mourgful Caſe? 


os 
* * 
5 
. 


BeTTEx it ſuits 4 noble Mind 
To cloath with chearful Smiles the Face: 

Such vulgar Things were ne'er deſign'd, 
For Souls, like of a ſuperior Race. 


„ Wers 


/ 


— 


162 Enmgubtes Cantus. 


VI, 
W1TH your own ſelf maintain a Strife, 
And yield to the Almighty's Will: 


True Bray? ry ſpurns the Dregs of Life, 
And Patience eaſes what Mankind calls Il. 
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DAVID: BLEGY 
: „On the Daaru of 185 


Fa and Jonathan, 


Done into Engliſh Verſo from 2 Sam. i. 19,8 
OON as the Tidings came to David's Ears 


So Hrael's Rout,w*® floods of flowing Tears, 
In tragick Strains he-uttered thus his Moan, 
For Saul the King, and Jonathan his Son. 


An 
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An fatal Day! For Iſrael's Strength and Pride, 
The Joy of all the wond'ring World beſide, 
Inglorious now on Mount Gi/boeh he, 


While conqu'ring Foes inſult their Miſery. 
How are they ſlain, the mighty Warriers ſlain! 
The Royal Blood the rugged Rock'doth ſtain. 
The mighty Fall foretels approaching Fate: 
Who ſhall ſupport alas! our ſinking State? 
Defenceleſs now, to each ãnvading Hand | 
Expos'd is dur unhappy, ruin'd Land. c 

2 126910 io einst 7-457, 

B E dumb, O Fame, let not Philiſtia know 
The fatal News of Hrarl's mighty Wæe. 
Oh, let not Gath, and Askelon rejoice, 

And for our Sorrows raiſe their tuneful Voice. 


If the proud Daughters of our Aliens hear 
The diſmal Tale, refreſh'd they will appear, ' 


+ ®+ 


155 beta e 


164 Tugubres Cant, 
At Feaſts and Balls their raiſed Joy expreſs, 
And loudly triumph in-our fad Diſtreſs; 
Above our God they'll ſpread their Degas Fame, 
And pay their grateful Homage to the Idol 
(Name 10! -230 100000 gf 
1161) expire; | 
AN p thou, O Hill, thou ignominious Kill, 
On which the brave, the warlike Heroes fell, 
Where Ijrae!'s Beauty baſely was defac'd, 
And Hſraels St rength by blood y Heathens chas d, 
Be no more hence the painſul Peaſants Care, 
But ſtil] the Marks of dreadful Veng'ance bear; 
For ever curs'd to future Times remain 
A barren, hideous, unfrequented Scene : 
May righteous Heav'n eternal Judgments ſend, 
And let no Dew, no Show*rs of Rain deſcend, 
Ler gloomy Clouds above thy Surface fly, 
Bur never ſhake their Fleeces to ſupply 


Thy blaſted Brows with Warer at thy Cry. 
May 
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May thy bleak Face for want of Rain divide, 
and corch'd wirh heat thy Entrails open wide; 
May never Graſs, nor Blades of growing Corn, 
Nor one green Tree thy deſart Wilds adorn :". 
Let never Flocks or Cattle more be known, 
Nor Off'rings on thy Top for Guilt atone, , | 
For there the Shield of Saul was baſely loſt,” 
The Brave purſu*d by an inſulting Hoſt z 
The warlike Soldiers there ignobly fled, 

And poliſh'd Weapons mingled with the dead. 
His Sword, which all Oppoſers long ſubdu*d; 
Is uſeleſs now, ſince Saul is rolPd in Blood. 
Our Nations Bulwark, and the beſt of Kings, 
Lie undiſtingviſt'd in the heap of vulgar things. 


AN D Jonathan, the Young, the Friend, 


the Brave, 


Fell there, and wants the Honours of a Grave. 


W172 
Alas ! 
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Alas! dear Youth, who never fled before, 
Thou ly*ſt, unburied, in thy recking Gore. 
Thy blooming Laurels and thy Victories 
Are made a Prey to Beaſts and cruel Enemies, 
The ratling Arrows from thy bended Bow | 
Have pierc'd ten thouſand valiantSoldiers thro. 
As many Shafts as chy full Quiver held, 

So many Fates you ſcatter'd round, and kill'd, 


| How great it was to ſee the Heroes comie 
With Pomp of War and noble Trophies home, 
Congratulated by the ſhouting Throng, 
That ſaw he Chariots move in State along; 
While Crow ds of Captives in the March appeat, 
Encircled round with Soldiers in the Rear ! 
Our Daughters then in precious Silks array'd, 
With loud Huzza's their inward Joys diſplay'd: 
With'Songs and Dances met them on the Way, 


And gave freſh Triumphs to the glorious Dey 
, I 165 
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Thus 1/raePs Monarch and his valiant Son 
With Honour fought, and all theirBattles won. 
Together were heroically' Great, 
Unſhock'd in War, and always Fortunato; 
Till vanquiſh'd on G#boa/'s Top they fly, 
And, in the Sight of Heathen Victors, dye. 


Tux Royal Pair, with heawaly Graces 
crown'd, s F 
Thro' all the Land of Iſrael were renown'd, 
In Hours of Peace ſtill pleafant and ſerene ; 
Smiles cloath'd their Face, and Mildneſs all 
their Reign. | 178 
Their Greatneſs eaſie, graceful was theit Port, 
So turn'd and 6niſh'd for the Campand Court. 
To all their Subjects loving. kind and deat :/ 
But for their Valour in the bloody War, 
Their Neighbours Terror and amazing 


With 
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With ſtrongeſt Bonds of Love and Friend. 
ſhip ty'd 1 
They liv'd, and as they jointly livd they dy d: 
No Form of Death their Union could divide. 
Swift, as the hungry Eagles, to purſue, 


Or like fierce Lions, to attack their Foe. 
Prepar'd they were, and with undaunted 
Might 
Still made a Triumph of a doubtful Fight, 


DaucGHTERs of Salem, and ye Virgin Throng, 
With joint Concerto's in a funeral Song 
Expreſs your Grief, your inward Sorrows ſhow, 
And, veil'd in Black, aloud lamenting go. 
Great is your Loſs, your Soy*reign Saul is dead, 
Who richly all the Land of 1/-ael fed; 
Adorn'd your beauteous Perſons with Array, 
Grac'd oer with Pearls, that ſhined as the Day: 


*T was 
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Tas he that gave you all the wiſh'd Delight, 
That pleas d your Taſte, andgratify'd yourSight, 
| Whoſe Sword won Bracelets for your tender 
Arms, | 
And precious Gems, t' encreaſe your lovely 
Charms ; 
Enrich'd your Towgs with Trophies from afar, 
And made all Judah Great with Spoils of War. 


How are they ſlain, the mighty Warriers 
Cain ! 

What Royal Blood the rugged Hills doth ſtaig ! 
How valiant Soldiers on the Ground lie dead, 
And others in inglorious Triumph led! 
Ah, diſmal Day? How the outrageous Foe 
Exults in Slaughter, glories in our Woe ! 
Hark! How their Sounds of loud Eulogiums 

fiſe, 
Which Echo from the craggy Cliffs replies ! 

J „5 Hear 
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Hear, how their Streets with Acclamations 

2 | 
And all their proud Barbarian Daughters fing, 
While to their carved Gods ſad [e's Spoil 


they bring. 9 


bo. 


On Jonathan, how dear wert thou to me? 
How precious is my Brother's Memory? 
The Lambs and Wolves {hall ſooner be com- 
bind. 
Than thy lov'd Idea periſh from my Mind. 
A wondrous Love! more ſtrong, becauſe more 
pure, | 
Than that which Men for Womankind endure. 
What gen'rous Friendſhip haſt thou ** 
ſhown, | 
Jo raiſe thy Rival to thy Father's Throne? 
With Floods of Tears from an afflicted Soul 
Thy Fall, my deareſt Brother, I condole. 


But 
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But, ah ! my Grief with thy too rigid Fate 


I never can with due Proportion rate. 
So great a Loſs deſerves a Sea of Woe ; 


And no Exceſs can in "oy Sorrows grow. 


How are they ſain, the mighty Warriers 

ſlain ! 

The warlike Weapons drawn? 50 drawn in 
vain | 

Ah! wretched 1ae/, who ſhall now withſtand 

The bold Invaders of thy ſacred Land? 

Who lives behind the Pagan Arms t' engage, 

Revenge our loſs, andquellcheir hayghty rage? 


Alas! Confuſion waits our wretched State, 


And we're exposꝰd to all the Bolts of angry Fate. 

But ye, bleſs'd Shades, who Hand in Hand 
took flight 0 

From that curs'd Hill to Realms of pureſt 


Light, 


22 Reſt 
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Reſt now ſecure in everlaſting Peace: 


Your ancient Brav'ry daſhes out Diſgrace. 


Fefe 
ASASAASAAALDADLASADDARADLL 


PS ALM xc. Paraphras'd, 

At the Requeſt of Mr. Mitchell. 

T HRO? the bewild'ring Mazes we have 
trod z ö 


Thou haſt to us been an indulgent God. 
Safe in thy mighty, everlaſting Arms, 


We feel ap Pain, nor fear the worſt Alarms. 
In midſt of Foes thy Providence defends, 
And Help from Danger moſt propitious ſends. 


Ex x yet the Mountains by thy Pow'r 
| appear'd, 


And the ſtrong Pillars of the Earth were ment 
Er 
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Ere in the dark capacious Womb of Space 
This mighty Ball diſplay'd its beauteous Face, 
Thou wert, O God, and always art the ſame: 
Eternity can ne'er conſume thy Name. 
Not ſo is Man, who breaking from the Womb, 
Steps o'er the Stage into the gaping Tomb; 

Breathes fora while, and takes his ſpeedy Flight, 
At Dawn of Life, to.Shades of endleſs Night. 


A thouſand Years are like a Day that's paſt, 
Orlike a Watch, whoſe Hours unminded waſte. 
To thee, whoſe Age from Time'sA ſſaults ſecure, 
Uncircumſcrib'd for ever doth endure. 
Thou as a Torrent ſweep'ſt Mankind away: 
Their Stream of Life haſtes to Duration's Sea. 
We vaniſh ſoon, like Dreams, which cheat 

the Mind, 
And leave no fix*d Impreſſi ons there behind. 


hs 


31 
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As verdant Beauties all the Meads adorn, 


Enliven'd by the fmiling Sun at Morn ; 
But robb'd of Influ'nce, at the Ev'ning die, 
Or ia a State of wretched Ruin lie : 

So we ar firſt a Luſtre ſeem to wear, 


But on a fudden droop and diſappear. 


We by thine Anger are to Sorrows doom'd, 
| Yarraſy d with Ills, and mis'rably conſum'd: 


Our public Crimes thou ſett'ſt belore thy Face, 
And ſhew'ſt our ſecret Sins to our Diſgrace. 


No Error can eſcape thy ſearching Eye, 
Nor paſs unpuniſh'd in thy Preſence by. 
Beneath thy Wrath our fleeting Days we ſpend, 
Like Tales that quickly, unregarded, end. 
Jo eighty Years the Strong perhaps arrive, 
Tho? few the Age of ſeventy now ſurvive ; 


Yer Pain and Sorrows make their Life decay, 


And fly at laſt like ſwifteſt Birds away. ol 
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The ſlender” Thread by unrelenting Fate 


Is cut at once, and cloſes up their Dat. 
| 214, e 2A 
Bu r who thy Anger's dread Effects revere, | 
And for their Guilt expreſs becoming Fear? | 
Altho' thy Hand is lifted up or ftay'd,' 1 | 1: i 
As we behave, what Man is better made? 
Teach us, O God, to calculate our Time, of | 
By doing well, and ſhunning| ev'ry Crim; 
To ſacred Wiſdom all our Hearts app, - 4 
That we may learn to live aright, and die: £ 
Let us not always, Lord, thy Abſence mourn, - | | 
And ſtill complain we feel thine Anger burn. 
Thy ſuffering Jacob yet in Pity hear, | 
Revoke thy Sentence, and regard their Prayer. 
Let Beams of Mercy ſhine thro'Clouds of Woe, 
Lay down thy Arms, and be no more our Foe; 
That *ere of Death we feel the parting; Strife, 


Our Souls may taſte the ſweet Delights of Life; 
*Ere 
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*Ere our Afflictions plunge us in Deſpair, - 
Thy Favour ſhow, and make us Pleaſure ſhare, 
As large Amends for all our Sorrows paſt, 
Let Peace, Compaſſion, and kind Comfort laſt. 
May Joys proportion all our former Tears, 
And match the Term of our afflicted Years. 
Perfe& the Work long promisꝰd and deſign'd, 
That all thy Servants may Deliv'rance find ; 
Their Hearts no longer may be griev'd and fad, 
But thro' their Faces ſhine ſerenely glad : 
Nor let thy Goodneſs know a mournful End, 
But to our Children all its Sweets extend. 
And that our Crimes may ne'er provoke thee 
more, 
The Conduct of thy Spirit we implore ; 
Gild all our Paths, our needful Labours bleſs, 
And crown our paſſing Days with endleſs 
Happineſs. 
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1. 


A 8 tender T. rees, that were before 
The Hope and Pride of all the 


Plains, 


Their Beauty loſe, and languiſh woes, 
when beat by frequent Winds and Rains, 
50 you, Alexis, gay of late, 2 
Now groan beneath the Blaſts of Fate, 


Aa II, SHORT 


A P . - 
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II. | 
SHorT and perplexed is our Race ; 


Or Death, or Cares our Joys devours ; 
No Glories of the Mind or Face 
Can ſoften the relentleſs Powers: 
Elſe brave Menalcas yet had liv'd, 
Nor had the fair Alexis griey'd. 


III. 
Bur ſince the upright Souls are bleſs'd 
| With better. Life above the Skies, 
And Man is doom'd to be diſtreſs'd, 
While i in a Vale of Miſeries; 
We ſhould not grudge our Friend's Ex- 
change, 


Nor think our preſent: Suff'rings ſtrange. 


YL Bean 
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IV. 


BEAR up, dear Boy, and nobly haſte | 
To reach the Heav'n your Brother ons, WEE 
Let Hopes of an eternal Feaſtt 
Engage your Toil, and ſweeten Cares: 
Nor think the Time too faſt doth move, | 
That hurls you to your choiceſt Love. 


1 
CRT gan. 


Aa 2 Of 


JJC 
COON WE SA 


0 35 
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EEE 


: 
Of. HAPPINESS. 


1 Happineſs i is ; ſeated in rent nie 
The Want of it I juſtly may lament : 


For here on Earth no Pleaſure I can find, 
Nothing that fills my vaſt unbounded Mind. 
No Bliſs on Earth can ſtand Fruition's Teſt; 
TheGoods of Life are flatt'ring Cheats at beſt. 
This all Mankind to their Experience know, 
Yet the moſt Part would ſeem deluded ſo; 
That in the midſt of Error and Deceit 
They fondly hope to find a happy State. 


. 
191 N 
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Tho? often food, and taught their e ard 


van, u bas 208900 
They graſp the Wind, and rruſt ches Works 
ann; 21! ieee t= 


But let them ſearch for chymick Gold, while I 
Expect no ſolid Bliſs below the Sk ?: 
No empty Shadows longer: 'Pl purſue, 
But pity thoſe deluded Fools who do. 
Honour and Riches are too mean, I find, :> ! 
To yield Content unto a gen rous Mind. 
The carnal Joys, which pleaſe a ſenſual Taſte, 
Grow ſour, and fly, the more they are embrac d. 
Let other Souls at ſuch Delights aſpire, 

The greateſt Bliſs that I on Earth deſire, 

Is to diſcern the Bounds that Nature made, 
And underſtand how vain are Things that fade; 
To govern well the Empire of my Soul, 
Direct the Will, and Paſſions all controul; 


Thro? 
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Throꝰ all the glitt*ring Scenes of Life otolaree 

My Innbcence, and never raſhly ſwerve 

From Paths of Virtue, charmed by the Voice 

Of tempting Pleaſures, and bewitching Joys. 

Ax p ſince my native Faculties aſcend 

To thee, O God, their Cauſe, * Guide 
and End, 

Let my Endeavours, like my Thoughts, aſpire, 

*Till I enjoy my Soul's ſupreme Deſire. 

The Good which thou the chiefeſt Good can'ſt 

give, 

That ſuits my Taſte, and, like my Mind, 

will live. | 
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Of the I W * the SOUL, 
and a future STATE, 


In BLANK VERSE. 


W HAT wond'rous Being jeden: in 
my Fleſh? ??; 4:1 


A thinking, God-like Subſtance in me reigns, 


Which, by a ſtrange, myſterious Union joyn d, 
Governs the various Members of my Body; 
But is expos'd to no corporeal Senſe : 

No juſt Conception have I of its Eſſence; 

I only know it by its thinking Powrs, 


And find 'tis not of paſſive Matter form'd. 
Wirhour 
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Without Ceſſation it maintains Exiſtence, 
Tho ſometimes Pm conſcious of its Working 
When balmy Slumber ſeals my wakeful Eyes, 
My Gueſt in Silence may awhile remain ; 


But ſoon i it rouzes its recruited Virtues, 

And I's oonvinc d i it Vd . Death's Re. 
ſemblance G Fu a be 

Had laid my Body in unactive Poſtures. 

Nor can I doubt that this amazing Pow'r, 

Which in this Life ſo oft reviv'd 1 feel, 

Will have a Being when my Body lies 

In the dark Grave, or fcatter'd by the Winds. 

Already I perceive an inward Struggle, 

A mighty Longing for immortal Life.---- 

My soul, condemn'd by Fate to this dull Priſon, 

Beats hard for Exit, when ſhe takes a View | 

Of her own ſelf, and high aſpiring Thoughts: 

She ſpurns her Cage, and all th alluring Baits 


That Earth and ſenſual Fancy can propoſe. 
40119! While 
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While fluſh'd with Hopes, and — by | 


ſtrong Deſires 


Of endleſs Living, ſhe beholds with Barer | 
Her ancient, uſeleſs, ſilent State of Notl ing⸗ 


The Thoughts of Ruin makes her Thrink 


within me, 
And grudge Alliance to a fading Body. 


Sure there's hereafter an eternal State; 

A ſtill beginning, never. ending Age + 
A Race which fleeteſt Time can never run; 
When my beſt Part ſhall alſo have a Being, 
And reap the juſt Reward of preſent Labours. 
With Pleaſure I ſurvey the diſtant World, 
Tho” dark as yet, and ſcarce diſcover'd well. 
Virtue 's immortal as its Source divine, 

And cannot miſs proportioned Rewards; 
Since Heav'n 's as Juſt, and Good, as highly 


Great. 
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An EPISTLE 


T 0 


Mr. ROBERT BLAIR. 


W HILE you, dear Blair, my old, my 
| honeſt Friend, | 


With Men and Books i improve your Curious 
Mind - 


£routBy tur turns, the Muſe's ſacred Arts ; purſue, 


—  -. 


And ſearch all Nature's winding Mazes thro'; 
Draw largely now from the Pierian Spring, 


And then, t' unbend your lab'ring Spirits, ſing: 


J, 
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I, once the ſweet Companion of your Life, 
Am here condemn'd to an eternal Strife 
With raging Paſſions, whigh invade my Soul, 
And all my Reaſon wou'd by Forcetvntroul, 


As Veſſels toſs d in a tempeſtyous Night, 
Require more Hands than one to ſteer them 
right : 

So almoſt baſely conquer'd or miſled, 

In humble Strains I ask your gen'rous Aid. 

Brave Minds with Pity and Compaſſion glow, 

And gently ſtrive to cure a Neighbour's Woe : 

At leaſt, when boaſted Friendſhip is ſincere, 

The Parties one another's Troubles bear. 

They jointly ſhare in ev'ry Storm of Fate, 
And, by dividing, lighter make the Weight. 


Sow fort of Pity evidently reſts 


In the moſt ſavage and unmanag'd Beaſts: 


Bb 2 For 


ö 
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For their own Kind they ſhow a tender Zeal, 


But Nature form'd the Hearts of all Mankind 


And ſeem to labour for their Common Weal, 


In the ſoft Mould of Sympathy refin'd. 

Our Brother's Woes us wretch'd and mourn- 

ful make; 

Like yielding Wax, our Souls th“ Impreſ- 
fon take. N 8.4 

Tno' nobler Bus'neſs hath engroſs'd your 

Care, 

And new Companions more your Converſe 

ſhare, | 


You cannot hear my melancholy Caſe, 
And not be touch'd with Sorrow and Diſtreſs; 
Nor can I (tho? unjuſt it ſeems) forget ; 
T' aſflict you with Accounts of my now ad- 

verſe Fate. | 


SINCE. 


Since I, Vretch'd Youth! ſo fondly ſaid 
adieu M 
To all my City Friends of late, and you, 
The Swain, whoſe Preſence made the Coun- 
try glad, 
Whoſe Life was all the Pleaſure that IT had, 
Dearer to me than Light, or Life, or Fame, 
Dearer than any Jewel I can name, 
Is gone, for ever gone to endleſs Day, 
And carried with him all my Joys a way; 
I labour to o' ercome the Stroke in vain---- 
Each Thought of him melts all my Pow'r 
again. 
My headſtrong Paſſions hardly can be check d, 
Since all my inward Faculties are wreck'd. 
My Mind deſpairs of any ſure Relief, 
While thus expos'd to ev'ry Guſt of Griet, 


A5 


A d 


As Shores lie open to the bluſt'ring Waves, 
Or harmleſs Peaſants to th* Inſults of Knaves, 
MySoul in perfe& Anarchy remains, 

And nought but Uproar ranges thro' my Veins. 
O Reaſon come with an almighty Force, 
F'er Grief my Soul from this clay Cage divorce; 
Let not my Paſſions, which outfly the Wind, 
Fear up my Virtues, and unman my Mind; 
Be thou a Mound againſt the ſwelling Flood, 
Leſt Melancholy prey upon my Fleſh and Blood, 


"SOMETIMES unmov'd, as on a Bay I ſtand, 
And ſeem to have my Enmies at Command. 
Thro' rolling Waves and Rocks of . black 

_ Deſpair 
I bravely ſtrive my virt'ous Bark to ſteer : 
But when the raging Hurricans ariſe, 
My Veſſel founders, and my Brav'ry * 
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1 fall a Sackißce to cruel Fo; 4) 
And groan beneath a Load of aggravated Woes. 


MysTER1IoUs Friendſhip! Thy com- 


manding Pow'r 
Makes me theſe: n Pangs of Grief en- 

dure. | 
The more exalted were my former Joys, 
The more ſincere and laſting were my Tyes; 
The deeper is the preſent Pain I bear, 


And darker are the Clouds that over my n 
appear. 


. 


TO SE who neer felt the Sweets of vir- 
_ Vous Love i 

Cannot in Juſtice blame the Pangs I prove. 

As Swains can never judge of Learning well, 

Who n&er were taught the Letters, or to 


Spell ; | 
; Or, 
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Or, Blind of Colours, and the Deaf of Sounds 

So who n&er loſt a Friend cannot condemn 
my Wounds. | 


Ver Pity may alleviate my Diſtreſs, 
And good Advices make my Burden leſs : 
Let me then, Blair, your friendly Succour 

prove; ; 

Here's Work for both Philoſophy and Love. 
If your Profeſſions be fincere and true, _ 
Condole with me, and taſte my Sorrows now; 
And if your Studies can afford Relief, 


Oh ſend it ſoon to cure or moderate my Grief! 
Wo, 
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PsALM XxXill. [mitated. 
I. 


W HILE He, who Vael faves from 
| Harm, | 


Protects me by his mighty Arm, 
And feeds me with a Shepherd's Care, 
No Good I'll want, no III Pl fear. 


II. 


He guards me with a watchful Eye, 
As on the matted Graſs, ] lie, 


Ce Where 


| 
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| Where ſilver Streams, with gentle Tide, 


To raiſe my Joys, ſerenely glide. 


IH. 
Mx Steps he guides, and when aſtray 


I wander from his righteous Way, 
Reclaim'd by him FI till go on, 


And make his Love and Praiſes known. 


IV. 


Wu EN thro? Death's gloomy Shade I walk, 
Een there Pll of his Goodneſs talk, 

Nor fear the leaſt Surprize, while God 
Charms all the Paſſage with his Rad. 


V. 


'T is He who does my Foes confound, 


While in their Sight my Cup is crown'd, 


And 


And Table ſpread with all that's fit | 
To pleaſe the Senſe, and raiſe Delight. 


ed 
To Him who feeds me with his Love, 
I never ſhall ungrateful prove ; | 


But conſecrate my Lite and Fame, 
All that I have, and all I am. 


Cc 2 3 
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1 my Soul, of earthly Joys! 
Thou ſeeſt the choiceſt Pleaſure here, 


When oft repeated, ſours and cloys, 
And npthing can be taſted that's ſincere. 


II. 


T rx brighteſt Things below the Sky 
But flatter and deceive the Mind : 
And ſoon the ſweeteſt Objects dye, 


Which moſt we value, and eſteem refin'd. 


III. THE 
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Tux humble Grounds where Sorrows grow, 
And true Delight can never be, 


No more ſhall charm my Spirits now, 


Nor make a willing Proſtitute of me. 


IV. 


THERE is a Land above the Stars, 
(Where my young Mitchell has his Home) 
Its Joys are free from Guilt and Snares, 
No Grief nor Danger near its Bordets come. 


V. 


Tn' Eternal there has fix'd his Throne, 
Which Angels in their Ranks ſurround; 


Before it ſhining Saints are prone, 
And all the Roofs with Hallelajahs ſound. 


VI. Tat 
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. : 
Tus Son and Moon are uleleßs there : 
Ce. greater arid more halfow'd Licht | 
For ever gilds the Hemiſphere, 
And raviſhes the Soul, as well as charms the 
Sight. | 


v. 
Heav'x's native Rays with Splendour ſhine, 
The Glory fpreads thro? endleſs Space, 
o Bounds rhe Hprrous Bliſs confine, 
No Time divides the Seaſons of the Place. 


VIII. 
Tux Joy in full Perfection flows, 
And glides in mighty Circles round; 


True 
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True Peace no Interruption Knows, 115 
And pureſt Love and Tranſports ſtillaboung: 


75 NM. 
MouxT to the Hill where Moſes ft, 

And view, my Soul, the Landskip Oer: 95 

ou'll ſcorn the Fears of Jordan's Flood, 

When you by Faith yon, Canaan Lender 


| X. FIN 
I ſee the diſtant dazling Light, | 
And now I feel my Sparits riſe: ©5025 Y Y 
I long, pant to wing my Flight, A 
And view the Land with unbeclouded Eyes. 


XI. 


Mx Soul almoſt ſorſakes its Clay, 
And ſcorns to dwelt with mortal Worms: 


It 


— 


11 Ai a — We ay 5 
To; joyn above its own — ws 


0 e 
bebe kay Ti and headlong rout Wo 
"My weary Life unto an End. 
Angelick Bands, receive my Soul, 72 


And bear! it up to joyn my happy Friend.” 
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